REAS ON triumphant over FANCY; 
Exemplified in the Singular 


ADVENTURES. 


0 
Dox SYLVIO ps ROSALVA, 
A Hiſtory in which every marvellous Event 
| occurs naturally. 
Tranſlated from the German Original of 
Ma. C. M. WIE L AND. 


IN THREE VOLUMES. 
„51 > 


% * 
® . * K* 
„ 
* . Ty v; 5 F 
.* % 
: = * 
2 * | n , 
qv. 
- * . " . . 4. 
— x =_ » * 
= oy >— 4 > > 
IX . 
- — Dd BD 
— % 
* 3 - 7 


— — — 


L Oo N D 0. Nays 
Printed for J. WII XI E, at No. 71, St. rauf Churck- 


Yard; S. Leacrorr, at the Globe, at Gul: 2 1 


Croſs, and C. Herpincery No. 274, in 3 
| MDCCLAXIT, 


6 


* F ve 
N A . 


WIingaie 2 


8 


* 


| 
4 : 


3 — 


20 14 ac 


% 


* » 


rr 


* = 
* 
* 
A \ * 
„ 
- Ef 


* ©. 1 
- 
* 
4 5 
— 7 * | 
Fi ww 1 


SUPPLEMENT 
w- OF THE | 
r 


But through. a Miſtake of the 7; Pg 
| SCRIBER, Converted into a 
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LEAVE; it to the Reader 8 Ae SR 
ther to believe or not, that the Author 
of this Work was Don Raniro de Z , 
formerly Secretary of the embaſſay to a cele- 


brated Spaniſh Miniſter, who was in high _ 


reputation at a German Court. For my own. 
part, I confeſs, that I have neyer been in 
poſſeſſion of the Span;yb Manuſcript. - But 
my friend the Tranſlator, in one of his Let- 
ters, by which he entruſts the publication 
of the piece to my care, gives me ſo circum» 
ſtantial and conſiſtent an account of the 
Hiſtofy contained i in that Manuſcript, of- the 


111 leception 


ÿ„ A C58. 
reception it met with, and of the reaſons 
which prevented its publication in Spain, not- 
withſtanding the favourable opinion given of 
it by the Archbiſhop of 72, together with a 
relation of the manner in which it fell into 
his hands, as leaves me no room to queſtion 
the truth of his intelligence. He likewiſe 
aſſures me, that theſe Anecdotes, with many 
others of a very curious nature reſpecting the 
Book, are contained in a large Epiſtle Dedi- 
catory, addreſſed by Don Ramiro to his 
patron, the celebrated Miniſter, Don Richard 
de W***, and of which, he would not have 
deprived the Reader, had not his other avoca- 
tions prevented him from tranſlating it. 

But theſe matters Iſhall leave to be diſcuſſed 
at ſome future period. For myſelf, I can truly 
ſay, that Don Sylvio de Roſalva has afforded 
me as much exquiſite entertainment as any 
other Book of the kind; and that on peruſing 
it one day in the Manuſcript, I laughed ſo 

© heartily, and fo loud, that my Wife, know- 

ing I was in my cloſet alone, and finding me 

in ſo unuſual a mood, broke in upon me 

with furprize, to ſee what was the matter. 

Her fear, it ſeems was, that I was ſeized with 

a frenzy, or had loſt my ſenſes, which was 
t paying 
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paying, you will ſay, no great compliment to 
my underſtanding, The good woman, in 
other reſpects an excellent houſewife, but 
who never yet has impaired her eye-ſight 
with over-much reading, and has no ambition: - 
to commence one of the Literati, has never» 
theleſs fo much common ſenſe, as to know 
when it is proper to laugh and when to cry, 
I therefore begged of her to fit down, and 
began afterwards to read her the Chapter 
which had ſo highly excited my riſibility;, 
but ſcarce had I gone half through, when 
ſhe found the conceits of Pedrillo fo droll, 
that ſhe could not herſelf refrain from laugh 
ing heartily ; and being ever unaccuſtomed' 
to know where to ſtop, when once ſhe be- 
gins, ſhe did it ſo immoderately, that I burſt 
out into another fit, which effectually hinder- 
ed my proceeding, For laughter, like gaping, 
is we all know, equally catching, Juſt as 
we were in this riſible condition, my Clerk, 

a man of ſtiffneſs and formality, entered the 

room to look for ſome papers, and obſerv-- 

ing our countenances, he inſtantly ſtopped 

at the door, with his pen at his ear and 5 
looked amazed, deeming us, I preſume, little 

better than two Bedlamites. But 1 explained 
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to him the occaſion of our mirth, and deſired 
him to ſtay a moment and attend: I then 
read on, but found myſelf every minute in- 
terrupted by the inceſſant laughter of my 
Wife, nor could I indeed refrain myſelf. My 
gentleman of the quill at firſt called up a 
Jook with the gravity of a Cato, the wrinkles 
of his formal viſage remaining nicely plaited 
as before, nor was a muſcle altered from the 
poſition in which he uſually adjuſted it every 
morning, though ſeveral paſſages were read 
which threw my good woman and-- myſelf 
into a tranſport of joy. At length however, 
the cauſe of mirth prevailed; Pearillo tri- 
umphed over the Stoical apathy of Sir Gra- 
vity, and one particular ſentence which we 
came fo, operated fo: powerfully on his Dia- 

phragm, that he burſt into a downright 
hhorſe-laugh, ſo much the more ſonorous, as 
de had laboured to ſtifle it. The Footman 
coming at this inſtant to the cloſet door, 


' ated the fourth vocal part in this Sardonick 


5 _F „ ſtopped under our windows, 


concert; and the noiſe we made ſoon reaching 
the ears of the Cook and Houſe-maid, the 


effect of our full ſymphony became ſo con- 
ſiderable with their re-inforcement, that the 


and. 
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and laughed in their turn without being able 
to aſſign a reaſon for their mirth. In a word, 
it reſted only with myſelf to have intereſted 
the whole neighbourhood in this rifible 
Drama; and it remains a doubt, whether 
the laugh might not have ſpread from ftreet 
to ſtreet, and ſet the town with its ſuburbs, 
in one convullive motion, had I not taken 
the wiſer precaution of ſhutting up the 


Manuſcript, diſmiſſing my Domeſticks, and 


entering upon ſome other topick with my 
wife. I intreat the Reader's pardon for hav- 
ing taken the liberty to entertain him with 
theſe trifles ; I hardly indeed know how I 


could ſa far forget myſelf, fully apprized of 


the reſpect which is due from a. Preface-maker 
to the venerable public. My only intention. 
by the foregoing recital, was to indicate the 
ſanguine hope I feel, that Don Sylvio, with 
his faithful Pedrilla, may not a little con- 
tribute to check the progreſs of hypochon- 
driac maladies, and chaſe away the ſpleen, 
both which diſorders have, as I am informed, 
travelled together from England to France, 
and from the French (who once ſemecd for 
ever to be the only people to affect us with 


their gallantries) has paſſed over to us Ger- 


mans, 
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mans, and made dreadful havock, particularly 
amongſt our Ladies and young Cavaliers. 


However, as it is but candid to ſpeak freely 
on both ſides of the queſtion, I cannot help. 


acknowledging that I am acquainted with a 
eertain fiery Zealot, who conſiders this Book 
in a very different light, and therefore would 
with that like ſome miſchievous monſter, it 
had been ſtrangled in its birth. This man 
is one of thoſe ſecular prieſts, who is too 


dull at invention to broach any novel 
Hereſy; but has, in return, ene of the moſt 
capricious obſtinate head- pieces in all Chri- 
ſtendom. Ee has been out of employment 
ever ſince the laſt Jubilee, ſubſiſting in the 
mean time by the charity of well diſpoſed 
Chriſtians, and the crumbs which fell from. 
the tables of the neighbouring gentry. In this 
fituation he continues anxious for the arrival. 
of that hour when Janſeniſm {hall be eſtab- 
liſhed by an ecumenical council; for this 
Zealot is, you muſt know, a high-flown 
Janſeniſt by profeſtion, and hence sriſes all 
his misfortunes : he does not, as it is report- 
ed, deſpair of one day ſeeing his party take 
the lead, and confiders the fall of the Jeſuits 
as 
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as an happy omen of the deſtruction of the 
great Dragon, who, as he inſiſts, hath hither- 


to deluded the whale world. This worthy 


comes every now and then to dine with 
me. One day he entered my room when I 
was too much employed to notice him, and 
rummaging. amongſt my papers, as ill-luck 
would have it, he pitched upon the Many- 
ſcript of Don Sy/vio. I inſtantly foreſaw this 
would produce a ſharp conteſt, nor was I at 
all deceived; ſcarce had he inſpected the 
Volume a quarter of an hour, when he threw 
it down upon the table, and burſt into ſuch 
a violent rage againſt a Book ſo dangerous 
and ſo impious, that I had no little difficulty 
to prevent him vi & arms, from toſſing it 


into the fire. Poſitively he would not de 


diſſuaded from thinking, that the Adventures 
of Don Sylvia were ſo many Allegories or 
Parables, the latent end and aim of which, 
tended to nothing leſs than the overthrow 


of the faith, the deſtruction of Father Puef- 


nel's Goſpel, and of the miracles. of the 
Abbe Paris. In ſhort, the rout he made put . 


me into a dilemma what I had beft : do; 


becauſe, as a Layman TI preſumed not, in 


ſuch caſes, to truſt my - own private judge- 
ment; 
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ment; though on reading the Manuſcript, 1 
had not met with the leaſt thing that could 


leave the Author's intention doubtful. How- 


ever, being deſirous as an Editor of the 
Book, to go the ſhorteſt and ſafeſt way to 
work, and know what I bad to truſt to, I 
therefore ſnewed the Manuſcript to a very 
venerable Divine, the preſent Dean of —, 
who has the general reputation of a learned 
and pious: Prieſt, and I begged the favour 
of him to tell me ingenuouſty what he 
thought of the Book, on which ſuch diffe- 


rent criticiſm had already paſted. The good 


man returned for anſwer, that he had read 
the Hiſtory of Don Sylvio over with great 
pleaſure, at the ſame time confeſſing, that 


be ſhould not have ſuppoſed, without be- 


ing thus particularly called upon, that the 


peruſal could have been ſuitable for a man 


of his character; that he apprehended the 


Author had no other deſign than to divert 


himſelf and his Readers; a deſign, which in 
itſelf, and if kept within proper bounds, is 


dy no means cenſurable; that it was not 
only allowable, but even uſeful to laugh at 


the follies of mankind, their prejudices, and 
miſtaken conceits; the extravagancies of their 
imagination, 
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imagination, and the- wildneſs of their paſ- 
fions, and that this? ſurely might well be al- 
lowed in a Bock written rather to amuſe 
than to inſtruct, in which good-humour, and 
pleaſing fatirs prevailed,” and where the jocoſe 
ſtile” Was, and might be extended to the moſt 
ſetious ſubjects, provided it did not tranſgreſs 

the bounds of decency; ; ſince truth might 
be placed in any light, and would ſtand the 
teſt even bf ridicule itfelf, which ſerved to 
ſeperate and dfftingiiiſh it from choſe falſe 
and abfurd notions with" Which it was too 
often blended by weak minds: But granting 
It had been the Authot's intention to ridi- 
col Enthuflaſm in the perlon of Don Sylvio, 
afid! to expoſe the ſuperftition and filly cre- 
dulity of the cg, in che perſbn of Pe- 
b eh in general ew its proper and 
rifibte © fight]! What ub calls eters 
avias : Aw otkd rather be "doing. 2 ſervice 
than an injury to Religi Won, and it would 
de ſo much more unjuſt to blame Hi im for 
taking ſuch a liberty, as the Hi 5 Fathers 
themſelves had made uſe of no other Weapons 
than exquiſite raillery, and a pointed irony 


againſt the reigning REY and as; 
of their times.” 


4 re.! 
| This ſentence, from a man whoſe ſenti- 
ments have always had great weight with 
me, perfectly compoſed my mind; and I muſt 
ewn, I am under great obligation to him, for 
| enabling me once more to read Don Syluis 
with courage and a ſafe conſcience, and ta. 
laugh as I read without anxiety and remorſe. 
It reſts now with our Readers either to 
laugh, ſimper, or preſerve their gravity; nay, 
to ſcold or weep, as they ſhall find themſelves 
diſpoſed ; *tis a matter of much leſs concern 
to me than to the Bookſeller; who, to confeſs . 
the truth, was ſo abſolutely certain that Don 
Sylvio might prove .a diverting piece, and 
who certainly would not have put himſelf to 
the expence of printing off ſome thouſand 
copies of the ſallies of Don Ramiro de Z, 
had he not been aſſured that the Phyſicians 
would preſcribe Don Sku to their Patients, 
inſtead of diet, drink, for the cuxe of all 
_  lypochondriac diſorders, and ſplenetic com- 
plaints, as well as Vapours, Hyſtericks, and 
Even the Gout itſelf. 
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ADVENTURES 
or 
Dox SYLVIO vs ROSALVA. 
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CHEAT 1 


The Charafler of a certain Species of Auris 


N an old ruinous caſtle, ſituated in Va- 
lentia, a Province of Spain, lived ſome 
time ſince a Lady of Quality; who, at 
the time of acting her part in the enſuing 
ſtory, had already, for three ſcore years, 
cut a very {mall figure in the world, un- 
der the name of Donna Menzia de Raſalva. 
Ever ſince the war about the Succeſſion, 
this Lady had given up all hope of dit- . 
tinguiſhing herſelf by her perſonal = 
Charms; though at that period the. wa: 
_, =. B young. 
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young, and not diſinclined to render a 
Lover of Merit happy. She had how- 
ever ſuffered ſuch ſenſible Mortifications 
from the Coldneſs of the Men, as had 
more than once tempted her to make to 
Heaven, in the aſylum of a convent, the 
Sacrifice of a Heart, of which the world 
had ſhewn itſelf ſo unworthy. Her Pru- 
_ dence, notwithſtanding, was always put- 
ing her in mind, that this, like eve 

other means ſoggefled by Vexation, ſeldom 
attained its end; and in fact, would only 
_ puniſh the Ingratitude of Mankind upon 
herſelf. 

She therefore happily thought of ano- 
ther expedient, which while it coſt her leſs 
trouble, was better calculated to favour 
the only deſign, that in her preſent 
ſituation appeared worthy of her atten- 
tion. She became a Prude; determined 
to avenge her offended Charms upon all 
thoſe Unfortunates, whom ſhe had never 
failed to conſider as Clouds, that inter- 
cepted and diminiſhed her perſonal Luſtre. 
She declared herſelf the open Enemy of 
Beauty and of Love; and, to mend the 
matter, ſet up as the Protectreſs of all 
thoſe venerable Veſtals, who are by Na- 
ture endowed with the gift of tranſcendent 


*C — and whole very aſpett alone was 
capable 
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capable of diſarming the moſt reſolute 
Sylvan Deity. 

Donna Menzia did not content herſelf 
with that ſimple Friendſhip, which a very 
intimate connection, ſympathy, and their 
common lot had eſtabliſhed, between her 
and certain Ladies of the ſame diſpoſition, 
with whom ſhe had been brought up at 
Valencia, and ſucceſſively made an acquain- 
tance : They t ught proper to inſtitute a 
Kind of community among themſelves, 
which, in the polite world, correſponded to 
that of the Religious in the political world; 
That is to ſay, a ſtate within a ſtate; 
whoſe private intereſts require them to do 
every ſhrewd turn to others that lies in 


their power. Hence they acquired the 


name of © The Anti-Graces; as being en- 
gaged, with reſpect to whatever is called 
the Empire of Love, in as open and 
implacable a war, as that of the Knights 
of Malta with the Muſſulmen. 

To render their aſſemblies as uſeful to 
the Public, as they were agreeable to them - 


ſelves, they choſe for the object of their ge- 


nerous cares, the progreſs of virtue and 
good manners among their on ſex; for, ac- 
cording to them, the true and only ſource 
of all the poſſible evils in the world, was 
the deplorable condition of theſe ſame 

= as Manners, 
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Manners. They laid it down as a principle 
of their morality, that it was impoſſible for 
a fine woman to be virtuous; and upon 
this principle they determined as well upon 
the actions, as upon the moral value of 
every perſon of that ſex. A woman 
who pleaſed, was, in their eyes, a wretched 
loſt creature, a neſt to ſociety, a veſſel and 
inſtrument of Satan; a Harpy, a Hy- 
Xna, a Syren, an Amphiſbœna, or any 
ching worſe; in proportion as ſhe had 
more or leſs of that dangerous Venom, 
which, according to the ſyſtem of theſe 
Moraliſts, is as mortal to Virtue, as it 


15 flattering to Self-love, and ſeductive 


to the poor r Men. 

For more than fifteen years laſt paſt 
had Donna Menzia made herſelf formi- 
dable to the Beau Monde of Valencia by 
the auſterity of her character, when Don 
Pedro de Roſalua, her brother, reſolved to 
quit Madrid, where he had exhauſted 
the remnants of an eſtate, moſt of 
which had been expended in the ſervice 
of the new King. He had ſollicited a Pen- 
fion, which he could not obtain; and at 
lengih, too late, regretied the not having 

rather employed the ruins of his fortune 
in repairing an old caſtle he enjoyed 


three leagues from Xelva, and which was 
the 
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the only patrimony left him by his fore- 
fathers, | 
His wife, whom he had lately loſt, left . 
him a ſon and a daughter, whoſe tender 
years, as well as the care of his little houle- 
hold, required the direction of a woman. 
He therefore devolved it to his ſiſter, who 
wiſhed for nothing more than to ex- 
change the humiliations ſhe had under- 
gone at Valencia, for the pleaſure of being 
the woman of higheſt diſtinction in a 
village;—a turn of mind, which, by the 
way, ſhe had evidently derived from Ju- 
lius Cajar; who, on paſſing through a 
poor little town in the Hyrencan moun- 
tains, declared to his friends, That he 
had rather be the firſt there, than the 
ſecond in Rome.” ; 
The chagrin which Don Pedro felt at 
ſeeing his hopes fruſtrated, did not long 
permit him to enjoy the delights and 
treedom of a rural life; an advantage, in- 
deed, unknown to his competitors. even to 
this day. He died, leaving to his ſon, Don 
Hlvio, a genealogical table of his family, 
which loſt itſelf in the remote times of 
the Gargori's and Habides; an old caſlle 
with three towers tottering to its fall, and 
the appendage of a few farms. He left 
moreover to his children the hope of 
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ſucceeding to an inheritance, conſiſting of 
old "trinkets, a pair- of ſpectacles, ſome 
roſaries, and a large heap of books of Chi- 
valry and Romance, which their Aunt, 
Donna AZenzia, would one day or other 


| bequeath to them at her death. 


Don Pedro died with greater ſatisfaction, 
in the thought, That he was leaving lis 
lon, hardly ten years old, in the hands of 
a Lady ſo ſage and prudent as Donna 
Menzia had always appeared to him, 
For that prodigious ſtock of reading 
which ſhe poſſeſſed, in Chronicles and 
books of Chivalry, joined to the eloquence 
wherewith ſhe diſplayed her extenſive 
Science; and above all her profound Eru- 
dition in point of Politicks, as well as in 


matters of moral concern, with which ſhe 


regaled her brother at every meal, and 
upon every poſſible occaſion; all this had 
given Don Pedro an opinion of the Lady's 
underſtanding, ſo much the more exalted, 
as the martial life he had always led had 
left him little leiſure to acquire a better 
ſhare of what the world calls, Polite Eru- 
dition; ſaving, indeed, that little, which 
a treacherous memory had ſtill preſerved 


to him from his ſtudies when at ſchool. 
en 
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What fort of Education Don. Sylvio received 
from ſus Aunt, 


ONNA MENZTIA, did not con- 
tradict the good opinion which her 
Brother had entertained of her Abilities z 
for as ſoon as Don Sylvio had learned enough 
Latin from the Vicar of the village, to 
comprehend Ovid's Metamorphoſes, and 
when the Barber of the neighbouring 
hamlet had taught him Muſic ſufficient 
to accompany ſome dozens of old bal- 
lads on the guittar, Donna Menz:a deter- 
mined to take upon herſelf the care of 
forming the young man; and of giving 
him every Perfection, which in her Ideas, 
could make him an accompliſhed Cavalier. 
It was rather unfortunate, that Donna 
Menzia had picked up all thoſe Ideas re- 
ſpecting Education, in Pharamond, Clelia, 
Grand Cyrus, and other books of that, 
ſtamp, which, with the Adventures of the, 
twelve Peers of France, and the Knights 
of the Round Table, conſtituted the chief 
part of her Library. In theſe volumes, ſhe 
conceived, were to be found all the Trea- 
lures of the moſt ſublime and uſeful know 
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ledge ; and therefore thought ſhe could no 
way better inſtruct her young Pupil, than 
by endeavouring to inſpire him with thoſe 
Ideas, and with that Taſte, which herfelf 
had deduced from Sources ſo pure. The 
happy Diſpoſition of young Don Sui 
in this reſpect, ſeconded her Views ſo 
well, that before he had attained his fif- 
tenth year, he was at leaſt as learned as 
his noble Aunt. At that tender age he 
already poſſeſſed as extenſive a Know- 
ledge of Biſtory, Phyſics, Theology, Me- 
— Morals, Politics, the art of War, 
' Antiquities, and Belles Lettres, as any of 
the Heroes of Grand Cyrus could ever at- 
tain: He could moreover reaſon with 
fo much Eloquence upon the moſt ſubtile 

gueſtions in thoſe Sciences, that the Foot- 
men of the family, the Vicar, School- 
maſter, and the Barber abovementioned, 
with other Perſons of Diſtinction who 
had free acceſs to the houſe, could never 
enough admire the wonderful Talents of 
our young Lord, and the infinite Sagacity 
of his Aunt in giving him fuch an Edu- 
cation. 

But what moſt charmed her in her 
Nephew was the uncommon defire which 
animated him, to imitate thoſe ſublime 
1 whole high Deeds and morat 
| Virtues 
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Virtues had tranſported him with admira- 
tion, and to which he had ſo familiarized 
his Imagination, that he was at length 
perſuaded, it would coſt him no more 
pains to put them in Practice, than it had 
already done to conceive the Idea of them. 
Donna Menzia, for her part, nothi 
doubted, but that with Inclinations fo 
noble, and a turn of Thought ſo heroic, 
Don Si would in time be well enabled 
to act a great part in the world; and to 
equal in Glory and Happineſs her moſt ad- 


mired Heroes, as he now yielded to none 


of them in Beauty and perſonal Accom- 
pliſhments. | | 


CH A P. Uk 
Pſychological Reflections. 


T will afford much leſs aſtontſhment at 

ſeeing the Imagination of Don Sylvio 
take ſo ſingular an Impreſſion from an 
Education {till more ſingular, when we 
have obſerved, that among the other en- 
dowments he had received from Nature, 
ſhe had profuſely beſtowed on him a very 
exquiſite Senſibility; and, what is its imme- 
tt; B 5 diate 


. oo 
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diate concomitant, a ſtrong diſpoſition to 
Tenderneſs. E 8 
Young perſons of this fort are gene- 
rally fond of all thoſe Ideas, which make 
a lively impreſſion upon the heart; which 
awaken, as it were, the {lumbering Pal- 
ſions and ſpring up as from a lethargy, at 
the ſlightelt alarm. 
If beſides this it happens, that ſuch per- 


ſons are brought up in a remote Soli- 


tude, and a rural Simplicity; in places 


where they enjoy thofe natural pleaſures 
which the country affords, free from its la- 
bours, and inſenſible of its inconveni- 
ences; in this caſe, the marvellous and 
empaſſioned Ideas aſſume an empire over 
their hearts; which is ſo much the ſtronger, 
as in that ſituation Fancy is ever buſied 
to fill up the void, which the uniformity 


of ſenſible objects leaves in the {oul. The 


Imagination inſenſibly blends itſelf with 
the Sentiment; the Marvellous with the 
Natural; the Falſe with the True. The 
Soul, which by a blind inſtinct works as 


regularly upon chimeras as upon certain 


truths, is formed by little and little from 
theſe collected parts into a Whole, and be- 


comes accuſtomed to take it for truth, 
on the firft glimpſe of Light and Con- 
nection: The reaſon is, becauſe the Ima- 

gination 


8 


Don SyLVIO DE Ros ALVA. 11 


gination is grown as familiar with chime- 
ras, which are its chief ingredients, as 
the Senſes are with thoſe real objects 
where with they are ſurrounded, without 
once perceiving the leaſt change or alter- 
ation. 275 NE 
This was preciſely the caſe with the 
young Man, who will be the Hero of our 
Hiſtory, The natural Ingenuity of his: 
Soul rendered him incapable of ſuſpect- 
ing that he could be deceived. - His Ima- 
gination therefore was impreſſed with 
thoſe chimerical Beings which the Poets 
and Dealers in Romance exhibited to him, 
Juſt in the ſame manner as his Senſes re- 
ceived the impreſſion which natural things; 
made upon them, The more agreeable 
he found the Marvellous and the Super- 
natural“, the more was he tempted to- 
believe them true; and eſpecially as: 
he had no doubt of things the moſt incre- 
dible: For the Ignorant believe every 
thing poſſible. In this manner, the po- 
etical and enchanted World diſpoſſeſſed 
his Brain of the True; while the Stars, 
elementary Spirits, Enchanters, and Fairies, 
according to His ſyſtem, were as certainly 


* Ut omne 
Humanum Genus eft avidum nimis auricularum. 
Luer. 
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the Movers of all Nature, as Gravity, At- 
traction, Elaſticity, electrical Fire, and 
other natural Cauſes are, in the ſyſtem of 
a modern Philoſopher. Nay, though in 
1 Nature herſelf, if obſerved with a fixed 
1 and minute attention, may be found the 
| ſureſt means of defence againlt the extra- 
| vagances of Faraticiſm. Yet, on the other 
hand, this ſame Nature ſeems to be the 
ſource of thoſe very extravagances, by 
reaſon of the immediate impreſſion ſhe 
makes upon our ſouls, aided by the majel- 
tic Spectacles which ſhe exhibits. 
* That gentle tremor which ſeizes us on 
1 entering a labyrinth formed in an ob- 
| ſcure foreſt, has doubtleſs given place to 
the univerſal belief, in. paſt times, that 
woods and foreſts were inhabited by the 
Gods. Thoſe ſoft Emotions, that Stupe- 
faction, that Idea of E xpanſion, and of 
4 the Elevation of our Nature, which we 
3 experience in a fine night, on bebolding 
the heavenly canopy of Stars; theſe evt- 
dently countenanced the opinion, that this 
brilliant abyſs of nuinberlels ine xtinguiſh- 
able lafnps, was the abode of 1mmortal 
Beings... +... 
5 's And hence very orotably it ar iſes, that 
county people, { whole continual labour 
leaves them no leiſure to diſcriminate the 
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confuſed Impreſſions which Nature makes 
upon them, or to conceive'a clear Idea of 
the ſubject), are more ſuperſtitious than 
others. Hence thoſe corporeal Spirits, 
which, in their Notion, fill up the whole 
circle of creation; hence thoſe unſeen 
Huntings in the woods; thoſe Fairies, 
who dance in the fields their nightly 
round; Hobgoblins good and bad; and 
the Night- mare, oppreſſive to ſlumbering 
girls. Hence, in ſhort, thoſe Spirits of the 
Mines and Floods ; with Men all.: ſire, and 
Heaven knows how many other fantaſtic 
Beings, of which, this claſs of people can 
tell you ſuch a variety of tales; and whole 
reality, in their eſtimation, is a thing ſo de- 
monſtrative, that you muſt not venture to 
doubt or deny it, unleſs you mean to pals. 
with them for an impious or a flupid 
creature. 

Now adding all theſe circumſtances to- 
gether, which jointly contributed to finiſh 
the romantic Education of our young Ca- 
valier, we ſhall not perhaps think it diffi- 
cult to comprehend his ſituation; and to 
ſee the little trouble it muſt have coſt 
him to run into ſchemes as viſionary as ex- 
traordinary, as ever entered an unſettled 
Brain, ſince the Time of his countryman, 


the Knight of La Mancha. | 
WT CH A P, 
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CHAP. IV. 


How Don Sylvio became arquainted with 
Fairies. 


T Nfortunately for his poor Reaſon, 

among the various other books that 
filled a great room in the Caſtle, Don 
Syldo one day found out a quantity of 
Faery Tales, His Father Don Pedro it 
ſeems had been a great admirer of this 
kind of literature, tho' often checked on 
that head. by his venerable Siſter, who 


ſharply cenſured his extravagant taſte for 


fuch trifling Stuff, as ſhe was pleaſed to 


call it For as muck as ſhe eſteemed 


Books of Chivalry,—ranging them in the 
ſame claſs with the Chronicles, Hiſtories, 


and accounts of Voyages and Travels 5 


much did ſhe deſpiſe all thoſe trifling 
pieces of witticiſm, which at beſt are 
only fit to divert children, or perhaps 
to amuſe grown men; and are folely in- 
debted for a favourable reception to the 
pleaſing manner in which they are 
written, 

Don Pedro, in reply, honeſtly owned 
that they were but trifling Stuff; and yet, 


02 he, this ng Stuff enables me to 
pals 
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paſs away many an hour, that otherwiſe, 
would be irkſome to me: For the more 
droll I find this Fool of an Author's 
Ideas, the more I laugh at them, and that 
is all I look for. | 

The ſage Donna Menzia, who, like all 
whimſical folks, thought no body's re- 
veries rational but her own, was not ſa- 
tified with the ingenuity of this reply. 
However, in- defiance of all ſhe could 
urge, the Arabian Nights, the Perſian 
Tales, Novels, and the Tales of the 
Fairies, ſtill kept peaceable poſſeſſion of 
their place in the Library; and being 
only ſtitched up, for the moſt part, in blue 
paper, very modeſtly concealed themſelves; 
behind the Reſpectables in Folio and 
Quarto, belonging to Donna Menzza ; ſo 


that after the old Gentleman's deceaſe, 


they were entirely forgotten. 1 05 

But, in all probability, the Fairy who 
intereſted herſelf in the fortunes of young 
Don Sylvio, was determined that he, 
ſhould not fall ſhort of his deſtiny: For 
the latter being one day rummaging in 
the library, in order to ſelect ſome amuſing 
books in the abſence of his Aunt, whole, 
great Gravity and endleſs Moral Lec- 
tures began to weary him ; there, either- 


64 chance, or ſome ſecret impulle of 
the 
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the aforeſaid Fairy, he laid his hand uporr 
a large parcel of Faery Tales. Full of 
Joy, he claped them into his pocket, and 
retired into the garden with all poſſible 
expedition, to examine his good fortune 
without fear of interruption ; for the firſt 
glance of the 'Fitle already preſaged to him 
the many fine things he ſhould meet with 
in the Contents. 

The conciſeneſs with which the Tales 
in queſtion were written, was the princi- 
pal motive that induced Don Sluio to 

read them, as his Aunt had ſo daily 
tired him with reading of dull and in- 
ſipid Folios for hours together. But as. 
foon as he had run over one or two of. 
theſe lighter Studies, nothing could equal. 
the pleaſure they afforded him, and the 
avidity of his purſuit in getting through. 
17 reſt. 

There is a certain Inſlinct in young 
folks, however ſimple they may be in 
other reſpects, that tells them what they 
_ ought to fay, or to conceal from thoſe, 
who are ſet over them: This ſane; Inſtinct 
 Tuggeſted to Don Sui by no means to 
apprize his dear Aunt of the diſcovery he 
had made. At the ſame time the re- 
ſtrictions he was obliged to labor un- 
der on that ſcore, only ſerved to render 

the 
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the Fairy Tribe ſo much dearer to him; 
and we have no room to doubt, but lie 
would nightly have purſued their delight- 
ful Acquaintance (if as 72% once wiſhed 
in his priſon) one could coutrive to read 
by the light of a Cat's eyes: For it may be 
neceſſary to inform the reader, that the 
care which Donna Menzia took of Don 
Sylvꝛo's health, joined to a certain oeconomy 
in point of candles, had long ſince preclu- 
ded our young Gentleman from the 
means of enjoying his learned Vigils. 

But no ſooner did day appear, than 
he was ready; took his volumes from un- 
der his bolſter, run through one tale after 
another, and when his whole collection 
was exhauſted, indefatigably began anew. 
To this end, he retreated as often as poſ- 
{ible into the garden, or an adjacent grove, 


carrying with him his favourite ſpecula- 


tions. The vivacity with which his Ima- 
gination feaſted upon them was extraor- 
dinary : He did not read, but he ſaw, 


he heard, he felt the whole. A ſyſtem 
of Nature, more beautiful and ſurprizing 


than all he had hatherto known, ſeemed to 


unfold itlelf to his view; and that mix- 
ture of the Marvellous with the Sim- 
plicity of Nature, which charaflerizes 


molt 
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molt illuſions of this fort, was to him 
an infallible mark of their truth. 

Nor was this circumſtance ſo very diffi- 
cult to a mind like his, already prepared as 
he had been, by the kind of life he had 
always hitherto led. For ever ſince the 
commencement of his ſtudies, when initi- 
ated into Ovid's Metamorphoſes, no book 
that could give him any juſter Ideas had 
fallen into his hands. On the contrary, his 
preſent ſentiments were ſtrengthened and 
confirmed in him by the ſanction of va- 
rious Authors in thoſe times, when the 
Pythagorico-Cabaliſtic Philoſophy was in 
high repute throughout all Europe; and 
theſe authors it was, who, by means of 
their ſy ſtematical reveries, about Planetary 
and Elementary Spirits, Exorciſms, Myſti- 
cal Numbers, Taliſmans, and that pretend- 
ed wiſdom which was to render its poſſeſ- 
ſors maſters of all Nature, had ſo power- 
fully engroſſed his Imagination, that even 
Babiole's wonderful Nutſhell, and the Web 
of Cloth four hundred ells long, which 
the Lover of the White Cat drew out of a 
grain of Millet, and then fix times toge- 
ther through the eye of the fineft needle, 
had nothing at all in them that exceeded: 
bis comprchenſion. LOT 

i | Nothing 
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Nothing therefore now hindered him 
from devoting himſelf entirely to the plea- 
ſure of ſtudying the Faery Tales; a pro- 
digious quantity of which he at length 
found concealed under the old waſte pa- 
pers, that covered the ſhelves of his Li- 
brary. Theſe exquiſite pieces ſurpaſſed each 
other in extravagance; and yet our Hero 
found in them ſuch a. fund of amuſe- 
ment, as he would not have bartered 
for all the diverſions in the world. 

At length, however, all his circumſpec - 
tion could not prevent his rigid and pe- 
netrating Governeſs from diſcovering 
the reaſon of his frequent walks in the 
grove: Accordingly, ſhe read him a lec- 
ture, very learned, though at the ſame 
time very harſh and very tireſome. But all 
this, as it commonly happens, ſerved only 
to redouble Don Sylno's precautions, and, 
therefore, he took ſafer meaſures to con- 
ccal from his Aunt his plans and inclina- 
tions. : : 

Io fay the truth, Don Sylvio had al: 
ways feared, though he never loved the old 
Lady; judge then, how conſiderably this 
{ſentiment muſt have gained ground, ſince 
the filling ofcais Brain with Horinas, Roſetas, 
Brillianles, Criſtallnas, and a thouſand 
other imaginary Beauties rr” 
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and divine! In ſhort, he was now fre- 
cuently tempted to take his good old 
Aunt for a kind of Carabo//a; and the 


tyranny of her Government became of 


courſe every day more and more inſup- 
portable. give _ 

In vain, therefore, did Donna Menzia 
tell him whatever came uppermoſt. In vain 
were all her efforts of perſuaſion. Enchant- 
ments, Palaces of Diamonds and Rubies, 
Princeſſes enchanted, or ſhut upin towers, 
or ſubterraneous palaces ; together with 
thoſe tender Lovers, who under the won- 


derous protection of a good Fairy, eſ- 


caped all the ſubtleties of a bad one ; 


Theſe, and the like, ſtill kept in his Imagi- 
nation the quiet poſſeſſion they had gain- 


ed. Don Sylvio read nothing elſe; dwelt 
and meditated on no -6ther object: In 
ſhort, as the Poet obſerves of his favour- 
ite Miſtrefſs, Twas all his Thoughts by 


Hay, and all his Dreams by night.“ 


** 
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The firange Infaluation of Don Sylvio. His 
Love for an Ideal Princeſs. 


N a ſituation of Mind fo extraordi- 
nary, nothing was. more natural than. 
THR 0 
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to ſee Don Sylvio run into the folly of 
wiſhing for the ſame adventures with 
thoſe in the Faery Tales; the relation of 
which had afforded him ſo much plea- 
ſure. 
In a little 1 he went ſtill further. 
He endeavoured to realize the chimeras 
that filled his head, and determined to 
tranſport himſelf, far as poſſible, into 
the Faery World. Hence it was, that he 
ave names to every thing about him, like 
what he had met with in thoſe bewitch- 
ing Tales. His pretty little Dog, which 
was formerly called Amoret, he now 
named Pimpimp, becaule the Princeſs Mi- 
rabella's Dog had enjoyed the ſame appel- 
lation. He next conceived a diſguſt for 
an aſh-coloured grey Cat, with white feet, 
which had always been his favourite, and 
ſubſlituted in her ſtead another entirely 
white; which, in honour of the Prin- 
ceſs Whate Cat, was fondled by him with 
all imaginable politeneſs. | 
He went every morning and evening 
to look at ſome painted panes of a win- 
dow, that lay half broken to pieces in a 
gallery belonging to the Caſtle, in hopes 
of finding among them, (like Prince Hunch- 
back) ſuch paintings as might ſomehow de- 
velope to him his future fortunes ; and 
| twenty 
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twenty times a day would he run over 
every hole and corner of the Caſtle, from 
top to bottom, to ſee if he could diſcover 
any enchanted Armour, or any Trap- 
Door by which he might deſcend into 
ſome enchanted Palace. He found in- 
deed, nothing that he ſought for ; and the 
bits of glaſs ſhewed him no more than 
Knights armed, who, with reſted lances, 
- had from age to age been tilting at 
each other: Our Hero, however, had 
learned better than to deſpair. He was 
not yet eighteen years of age; and moſt 
of the Tales had informed him, that a 
Prince or Knight muſt be at leaſt 


eighteen, before he undertakes Adven- 


tures. 

In the mean time, therefore, he con- 
ſtructed in a corner of his garden a fort 
of arbour, made of verdure, which was 
to reſemble that .Caſtle of Flowers, in 
which the Fairy Ever/air commonly choſe 
to retire. from the importunities of her 
court, in order to enjoy thoſe delicious 
moments ſhe paſſed in the arms of her 
beſt-loved Shepherd. This arbour of 
Don Syloio's was contrived in the following 
manner. He arranged a few beeches in or- 
der, proper for the purpoſe ; ſo as that the 
| trunks of them ſerved — pillars, to ſup- 
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port the edifice; the loweſt branches 
formed the flooring, and the upper ones 
the ceiling. The walls of this fingular ar- 
bour, were of myrtles, interwoven with 
rofes and honeyſuckles, and behind all a 
ſlope of green turf was ſo artfully thrown 
up, that the ſtructure could hardly be 
erceived. | | 

In this Green Caſtle,” as Don Sykno 
was pleaſed to call it, he had ordered one 
ſmaller arbour to be made, which to give 
it more of the faery Appearance, he 
decorated with the moſt beautiful butter- 
flies he could catch, in his ramblings 
through the neighbouring wood, and along 
the Banks of the Guadalaviar, a little rivu- 
let that ran at a ſmall diſtance from his 
garden. 

Here it was that Don Sylvio often paſſed 
a good part of the night, dwelling in fancy 
upon - thoſe wonderful Adventures for 
which he fighed, and in which he pro- 
poſed ſoon to engage. Theſe fantaſtical 
Rever:es inſenſibly lulled him to ſleep, and 
favourable Dreams oblequiouſly pur- 
ſued the Adventures, over which his 
waking Meditations had ſo pleaſingly 
rambled. A beautiful Princeſs whom he 
loved was commonly their ſubject; but, 
what was extremely vexatious, he always 
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found that Princeſs in the power of the 
Fairy Farfreluche, or ſome other envious 
old Sorcereſs, who put a thouſand ob- 
ſtacles in the way of his affections. Some- 
times he found it neceſſary to fight witu 
dragons or flying cats; ſometimes the 
avenues of the caſtle that detained his 
Princeſs were choaked up with thiſtle. 
tops, which, the moment he touched 
them became ſo many giants, that diſ- 
puted the paſlage with maſlive iron clubs 
in their hands. He attacked them, 1n- 
deed, as became a valiant Knight, and 
New them by dozens at a ſtroke: But no 
ſooner had he diſpatched them, and 
was on the point 'of entering the Caſtle 
in triumph, than he beheld his dear 
Princeſs, carried off through the chimney, 
fitting in a chariot, and drawn by Bats. 
At another time, he finds her ſeated 
by the bank of a rivulet, on a bed of 
flowers; when, caſting himfelf on his 
knees, he tells her the moſt paſhonate 
things, which his Princeſs ſeems to liſten 
to with pleaſure; but, juſt as he 1s 
going to embrace her, (for the Reader, 
I hope, will obſerve, that Love, in a Re- 
verie, does not obſerve all the gradations 
preſcribed to an Arcadian Shepherd), lo! 
with horror, he beholds it to have been 
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the coarſe figure of Maritornes, the Wench 
that looked after the cattle. "T'was her he 
had preſſed to his boſom ; receiving from 
her lips, which before breathed nothing 
but Nectar and Ambroſia, a kiſs that ſa- 
voured ſo powerfully of Cheeſe and Gar- 
lick, as might have entirely ſuffocated 
a Man of Gallantry with diſguſt and aver- 
ſion. 

Theſe imaginary evils, chimerical as 
they were, put him, however, to very 
exquiſite pain: He took theſe dreams as 
ill omens, not doubting but that he had 
a powerful enemy, who ſtudied to ren- 
der him unhappy in his Love; that 
Love, which he already began to feel in 
an eminent degree, for the charming Un- 
known, whom he was bound to we by 
the decrees of Fate. 
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Adventure of the Green Frog. How Don 
Sylvio came not to diſcover, that the Frog 
was not a Fairy. 


T HE Idea of having an inviſible 
N * this 98 3 greatly 
diſturbed 


Vol. I, 


-- T he Adventures of 


diſturbed our young Hero. Howe»gg, 


as in all the Tales, he never met with 
Prince perſecuted by Fairies or Enchan, 
ters, who was not, at the ſame time, pro- 


tected by another Fairy, the flattery 


ing Hope that He ſhould not be made 
the firſt exception to the general rule, 
ſomewhat ſupported his courage. And, 
as in the Fairy World, no leſs than in 
this lower Globe, it is rarely the cuſtom 
to oblige perſons, from whom we do not 
expect, at leaſt, as great ſervices as thoſe 
we offer them: Upon this ſame prin- 
ciple, Don Sie wiſhed for nothing ſo 
ardently, as to find an opportunity of ob- 
liging one of thoſe generous Fairies. 

On walking, therefore, one day in his 
garden, by the fide of a ditch, he ſaw 
on the other ſide a Cock- Stork (though 
other accounts, without Tufficient S 4p 
tion, for certain reaſons, lay, it was a 
Hen. Stork) ready to ſwallow a pretty 

little green Frog, which was ſkipping 
about the graſs, and croaking in a very 
audible manner. 

Don Sylvio, from the emotion of his 
generous and compaſſionate heart, could 
not have failed to come in to the aſſiſtance 
of the poor Frog. But the Idea that poſ- 
nt it 1 be a F 57 nay a that 

very 
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very identical Frog, which had rendered 
ſuch ſingular ſervices to the Princeſs Mu- 
ſelta and her mother; this inſtantly gave 
him wings; accordingly he ſprung acroſs 
the ditch, and, ſtaff in hand, made at 
this ſworn. foe to Frogs, juſt at the mo- 
ment he was about to {wallow the inno- 
cent Choriſter. The Stork abandoned his 
prey, and fled, while the little animal 
leaped into the ditch, without giving it- 
felt any concern to inquire the author of 
its ſafety from ſuch impending ruin. | 
Don Sylvio ſtopped at the ditch ſide for 
a while, to ſee if his Frog, would not 
re-appear in the ſhape of a- beautiful 
Nymph, or at leaſt with a garland of roſes 
upon its head, to requite him for the im- 
portant ſervices he had rendered it. There 
he waited for -more than half an hour; 
but, to his great aſtoniſhment, neither 
Nymph nor Frog made its appearance. 
This unlucky circumſtance embaraſſed 
him not a little: He could not compre» 
hend an act of ingratitude ſo uncommon 
among Fairies. If, ſaid he to himſelf, it 
had been the little ugly Magotine, old 
Ragotta, or the Fairy Cucumber, a ſervice 
of this nature, might, at leaſt, have de- 
manded ſome acknowledgement from 
her: But ſoon after, recollecting himſelf; 
| C2 le 
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* It is not impoſſible, (ſaid he,) but that 
The may at prelent be incapable of appear- 
ing before me in her own proper ſhape: 
Nay, probably, there may be other rea- 
ſons determining her to defer her grati- 


| tude till ſome future occaſion, on which 


ſhe may afferd me more eſſential ſervices.” 

In ſhort, after having well conſidered 
the matter, this conjecture appeared to 
him ſo plauſible, and, at the ſame time 
ſuited ſo well his chimerical wiſhes, that 
he returned perſectly ſatisfied to his 
Green Caſtle ;” not allowing himſelf a 
moment's doubt, but that his late Adven- 
ture would ſoon produce a conſiderable 
change in his deſtiny. 

Some of our readers may poſſibly be 
ſurprized, to think how Don Sylvie could 
be ſo filly, as not to draw from the event 
a very contrary concluſion, which natu- 
rally preſented itſelf ; namely, that the 
Green Frog was not a Fairy. But, with 
their permiſſion, we would obſerve that 
they have not N ſufficiently weighed 


either the force of prejudices, or their 


own experience. Nothing is more com- 
mon among mankind, than this ſpecies 


of falſe reaſonings; Paſſion and Prejudice 


never adopt any other. 
6 | | An 
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An old Fool, who fancies he has pur- 
chaſed by his profuſe preſents, the fide- 
lity of his Miſtreſs, attributes the ſpark- 
ling eye, and glowing cheek, with which 
ſhe receives him, to her Joy at his com- 
ing; never reflecting how much more 
conſiſtent it would be, to place them to 
the account of ſome younger Inamorato, 
who, ſhut up all the while in a private 
corner, is laughing at the old Dotard's 
credulity and 1mportance. 

An Indian buys Amulets“ of his Bonzef, 
to cure all ſorts of diſeaſes ; this ſame Fa: 
diam falls ſick, and his Amulets leave him 
juſt where he was: What does he con- 
clude from thence ?—That theſe Charms 
have not the power to cure him, or that 
the Bonze is an impoſtor? No, by no 
means. All that he concludes is, that he 
has not ſhewn Devotion enough to the 
Idol, whoſe image he wears at "his neck ; 
or that he has not been ſufbciently liberal 
in his alms to the Bonze. 

No people think themſelves of greater 
conſequence than thoſe, of whom the reſt 
of the world think nothing at all. It might 
therefore be very unreaſonable to w ith, 


* A ſort of Medical Charm, hung upon ſome 
part of the body, 


+ A Chineſe or Japoneſe Prieſt. 
* "A that 
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that ſuch perſons would attribute our con- 
tempt of them, and which they readily ſap: 
pole is the effect of envy, to a far more 
natural cauſe; vez. that it is impoſſible 
tor another to have that partiality in our 
own favour, which we are ſo apt to enter- 
tain for ourſelves. Þ 

One might quote a variety of Examples 


in proof of the fact abovementioned: 


It does not, indeed, leſſen the follies of 
Don Sylvio; but it may ſuffice to ſay in 
excule for him, that his mode of rca- 
ſoning is not at all more abfurd, than 
that of many other very good kind of 


people. 
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Don Sylvio finds the Portrait of his dear 
ideal Princeſs in an almoſt miraculous 
manner. 


x 
o 


FEW days after the Adventure of 
the Green Frog, Don Hloio took a 
walk in the grove by break of day, m 
ſearch of Butterflies, as he ſtil] wanted 
a few more to complete the decoration of 
his Arbour. 


He 
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He had already gone above three miles 
from his Caſtle, when he beheld a Butter- 
fly of ſingular beauty, perched upon a 
flower, at a few paces diſtance from him. 
Its wings were of a ſky blue, edged with 
purple, and ſhining like gold in the ſun. 
Don Sylvio thought to have catched it, 
but the volatile little creature got from 
under his ſtraw hat, and hid atlelf among 
ſome of the thickeſt buſhes. «„ 

Oh, but, cried Don Syvo, Thou 
alt ſtill be mine, tho' I were to pur- 


ſie thee even to the ſubterraneous re- 


gions of King Mutton, where it rains 
Mince-Pies, and roaſted Partridges grow 

upon every tree.“ | 
The Butterfly, proud of the advantage 
its wings. had afforded, ſeemed deter- 
mined to ſpare him ſo long a journey, 
and had ſcarce diſappeared, when Don 
Sylvio again diſcovered it fitting upon a 
roſemary- branch, a little way before him. 
Again, he ſtrove to catch it; but again, 
as betore, the blue Charmer ſeemed to 
laugh at him; ſometimes flying about in 
little circles round him; now reſting itſelf 
for a moment; and then, juſt as he was 
laying his hand upon it, darting away to 
lome new place of ſafety. = 
C4 bis 
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This purſuit, in ſhort, continued ſo long, 
that, at length Don Sy perceived he had 
wandered into a partof the country hitherto 
wholly unknown to him. At firſt, he 
repented his having fo deeply engaged 
himſelf for the fake of a poor Butter- 
fly; but, ſince the matter had gone fo 
far, he was determined, not to beſtow thus 
much labour in vain; and therefore in- 
defatigably continued the chace, till hap- 
pily he had the good luck to ſeize the 
little victim, which had coſt him more 
pains than ever Prude coſt her Lover, 
lince the Species exiſted, 

His joy was great beyond meaſure; 

indeed one ſhould hardly meet with a But- 
. terfly of more extraordinary beauty. Long 
and eagerly did he contemplate his little 
Captive, with a pleaſure proportioned to 
the trouble it had given him in the chace ; 
when, lo! juſt as he was about to enclole it 
in a {mall cage, which he had brought with 
him for the purpoſe ; it ſeemed to him as 
if his beautiful Priſoner looked upon him 


with an air of ſupplication, and cowering 


wings: — In ſhort, at length, (ſo fertile 
was his Imagination) he even fancied he 
could hear his Butterfly ſending forth as 
audible a ſigh as ever {hot from the boſom 
of any of its Tribe. 
There 
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There needed no more to throw Don 
Sylvio into his uſual train of Viſionary 
Ideas. It appeared to him not at all im- 
probable, that this Butterfly might, at 
leaſt, be ſome Fairy, or enchanted Prin- 
cels: And ſurely, (ſaid he) if the Prin- 
© cels Burzelma was changed into a Graſs- 


hopper, why may not another be ſo 


changed, in form of a Butterfly?“ 


From that inſtant therefore, he deter- 
mined to reſtore to his charming captive 
that liberty, which ſhe ſeemed to ſuppli- 
cate with ſuch pathetic importunity. 

The Butterfly, thus ſet free, took flight 
again with all imaginable ſatisfactiom; fol- 
lowed by Don Hlbio, in the keeneſt ex- 

ctation of ſome notable event; when, 
as good luck would have it, he perceived 
ſomething in his career, lying upon the 
grals, a few ſteps before him, which en- 
tirely engroſſed his attention: He took 
it up; and what ſhould it be, but an ele- 


gant ſort of trinket, ſet round with large 


brilliants, and faſtened to a ſtring of the 
fineſt pearls, * Don Seo turned it about 
en all ſides; but how great was his 
aſtoniſhment, when, on putting his finger 
by chance upon a ſpring which he had 
not before oblerved, a large Turquoiſe 
ſupped from the middle, and diſplayed to 
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him a miniature Picture, in enamel, 
highly finiſhed, repreſenting a Shepherd- 
els of uncommon beauty 
The Spectacle before him ſtruck our 
-Hero motionleſs for ſome minutes : He 
was in doubt whether or no to believe his 
eyes: He examined, turned and handled 
the Portrait again and again, to be con- 
vinced if it was any thing more than 
Imagination. But the more he contem- 
plated, the more was he perſuaded, it 
could be no other than the picture of a 
Goddeſs, or at leaſt, of the moſt beauti- 
ful Mortal, that the world ever did, or 
ever will produce. | 
Our fair Readers will the more readily | 
pardon Don Sylvwzo his too precipitate 
judgment, when they conſider with their 
uſual candour, the ſituation of this young 
man ; that he had been brought up by 
an Aunt (who for reaſons well known 
ſaw but little of the world) in ſo cloſe a 
retirement, that, excepting.this dear Aunt, 
and her Chambermaid, the widow of one 
Signior ſcudero, (who, though fifty years 
old, 133 never own more than thirty- 
five), together with fat Maritornes, and 
the Peaſants wives in the village ; except- 
ing theſe, he had never ſeen any that 
| * . be * The Fair Sex. 
s 


For 
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For his Siſter, who was truly a pretty 
little girl, had been carried off, when 
ſhe was but five years old; and it was 
ſtrongly ſuſpected that a Gipſey woman, 
who had been ſeen lurking about the 
Caſtle at that period, had ſtolen her away. 

It was very natural, therefore, to ſup- 
poſe that Don Sylvio muſt have been ex- 
ceedingly ſmitten with the beauty of this 
fair Shepherdeſs, who, in compariſon with 
the other figures, to which his eyes were 
neceſſarily accuſtomed, appeared to him 
in the ſame light, that Latona appeared to 
the inhabitants of Delos, when they came 
croaking around her, transformed into 
Frogs. In ſhort, it ſeemed impoſſible to 
Don Sylvwo, that Gratio/a, Belbella, the 
Nymph” of the Golden Locks, or Venus her- 
ſelf could ever have been ſo handſome ; 
accordingly he became ſo enamoured of 
this Portrait, from the firſt moment he 
law it, as never Knight-errant or Arca- 
dian Shepherd had been before, with his 
Dulcinea, or Amarylhs. 

At length,“ all inan extaſy he exclaimed, 
at length I have found her! Her, whom 
1 have every where ſought for, with ſo 
much defire, and ſo high expectations] 
Her, whom I am deſtined to love; her, 
iy ſliort, by whom, unleſs a too pre- 
Co Alumptuouy 
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{ſumptuous Hope deludes me, my happy 
deſtiny is fixed, to be rendered by her 
love equal in felicity to the Gods! O 
moſt kind Fairy, who takeſt charge of 
me; to thee alone I owe this ſurprizing 
and unexpected fortune. What other 
than thou could have placed this Divine 
Portrait in my path, amidit this lonely 
deſart, where, perhaps, never human 
footſtep was found before. O! accom- 
pliſh thy bleſſings; ſhew me thyſelf; 
and, while proſtrate at thy ſeet, give me to 
know where I may trace out her, whole 
picture alone ſuffices to kindle in my 
heart an inextinguiſhable love: For 
here, by every God propitious to love 
I ſwear, that never ſhall quiet ſleep, ſeal 


up my eye. ids till I have found her out, 
though it were diſtant as the lale of 


Quictſilber, or in the midſt of Monſters 
attendant on the Fairy Leana; nay, 


though it lay in the circle of Saturn; 
or even in that great Flaggon of Ro- 


faſolis which Fairies themſelves make 
ule of.” 


Thus having ſaid, he ſware:- 
The Sylvan Frain all heard him, while 
the Nymphs and Faries round 
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Heigh day! — and in Heroicks too! 


what an epidemical fever 1s this fame en- 
thufaſm ! The enraptured apoſtrophe of 
Signior Don Sylvio ſurprized us before we 
were aware; and if Apollo had not twitch- 
ed us gently by the ear in time, our poor 
Readers were in danger of ſuſtaining a 
deluge of Verſe, before we had once 
ſuſpected that our brain was touched. 
Here then let us reſt awhile, leaving our 
blood time to flow more cooly, and in 


common proſe, before we purſue the 
thread of this true Hiſtory. 


—B * 
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The Author's Refleflions, with dige of Don 
Sylvio. 


6 OM E think to pick Truffles, and 
get nothing but Turneps,“ ſaid the 
ſententious Sancho to his Maſter, on a cer- 
tain occaſion. Nothing, indeed, happens 
more frequently, than to {eek one thing 
and find another. Saul went in ſearch of 
his Father's Aſſes, and found a Crown: 
Don Sylvio hunted Butterflies, and found 
a beautiful Girl, or at leaſt her Picture. 
Heing 
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Being therefore, in the hicheR degree 


enamoured with the Portrait, his only care 


E 
was how to get at the Original: For, h 
though he certainly knew the features of Wl t 
his Well-beloved, ſtill he remained ig- h 
norant, who ſhe was, and where to find { 
her, | P 
t is eaſy to conceive what a common man 
would have done in Don Sy{w2o's ſituation; v 
but this was no concern of his. Our Hero h 
neither did, nor thought any thing like WM b 
other men. Thoſe Ideas which would firſt Ii 
and moſt naturally have occurred to every MW p 
other man, were what he either very cau- b 
tiouſty adopted, or never admitted at all: w 
So that whenever any {ingular accident fc 
befel him; he mſtantly aſſigned to it ſuch Ml } 
a cauſe, as, according to "the courle of ri 
Nature, was of all others the moſt im · p 
pr robable. 11 
Might not this Por trait or Miniature be fc 
a mere fancy-painting ? or was it not Wl a 
poſſible it might repreſent a perſon long 
fince dead? and of courſe, was it not v 
likely that Don Syſvro might be in Prince ¶ p 
Sey/-el-Mouluk's ſituation, who according to 1 
the Peyſian Tales, fell in love with a miſ- tc 
treſs of King Solomon s about two thouſand B 
years too late "ph w 
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But theſe were a ſort of Ideas that never 
entered the head of our Hero. The more 
he thought of his morning's expedition, 
the more did every circumſtance convince 
him, that this was the commencement of 
ſome Adventure as extraordinary, as ever 
Prince or Knight yet met with. 

But what ſtep was he now to take! 2 
where ſhall he ſeek his beautiful Shep- 
herdeſs, or of whom ſhall he inquire about 
her? The blue Butterfly, who was moſt 
likely to have informed him, had diſap- 
peared z not to ſay, that it might have 
been too hazardous to have purſued his 
way at all adventures, in the midlt of a 
foreſt, where ſome one of his inviſible 
Enemies, whole malice he already expe- 
rienced in his Imagination, by ſo many 
proofs, might as probably miſlead him 
into ſome unlucky path, as his better 
fortune could point out to him the lafe 
and good. 

After many reflections therefore, which 
were often interrupted, by the contem- 
plation of the fair Portrait in his hand; 
Don Sylvio judged it the ſafeſt method, 
to reſt a-while, and ſee whether the Blue 
Butterfly would not pay him another viſit 
with more certain intelligence of his 


en For it was already decided in 


Lg 
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his own mind, that the little volatile was 

a Fairy ; and as, by thus introducing him 
to the Picture in queſtion, ſhe had now 
begun to demonſtrate her gratitude for 
the liberty he had granted her, he had no 
doubt but that ſhe would continue to ſhew 
him the happy effects of her favour. 

Pimpimp, his little Dog. who, except 

ſpeaking, no way yielded in Gentility or 
Underſtanding, either to Princeſs Mzra- 
belia's Spaniel, or little Toutou, was now 
in ſearch for his Maſter through the 
Wood, and great was the joy on both hides, 
when at laſt he found him. 

Don Sylvio it ſeems, had juſt recollect- 
ed, that it was now almoſt noon; he was 
therefore, very glad to have picked up a 
guide, that could conduct him home, and 
extricate him from the wood, into which 
he had never before advanced ſo far. His 
dinner too, became a material conſidera- 
tion; for all enchanted as he was, and as Lo- 


vers are and may be to the end of time, it is 


nevertheleſs indiſputable, (as a celebrated 
Writer obſerves) that the mode of living 
Whole years without meat and drink, andot 
feeding entirely upon Love, is now a days 
ſo altered, that even the moſt ſublime and 
animated Lover, is pretty much in the 
fame caſe with a profeſſed Epicurean ; — 

a change; 
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as a change, however, which according to 
m Wour ſmall judgement, we cannot diſap- 
„prove, and the rather, as we are per- 
x {Wluaded, that the Fair-Sex are likely to 
10 loſe nothing by the event. 
W At length, Don Sylvio reached the 
houſe, with his treaſure, that Chance had 
vt beſtowed upon him, in his hand; and 
r which, in the courſe of his walk, he had 
I © diligently contemplated, that at every 
w {Witep he took, he either ſtumbled, or hit 
e his head againſt ſome tree or other. 
$, His Adventure afforded him much 
food for Reflection, by the way, and gave 
t. birth to the moſt unaccountable Ideas: 
is {We imagined it very probable for the 
a Portrait in queſtion, to be that of the 
d WF airy herſelf, who had appeared to him 
h {Win the ſhape of a blue Butterfly. Pol- 
is Wlibly, ſaid he—(nor is it the firſt time, 
„that a Mortal has received ſuch an ho- 
>. {MW oour) poſſibly, ſhe herſelf may lore 
is me; and hence, may have determined 
to try what impreſſion her real figure 
would make upon me. 

This was an Idea ſo flattering, that he 
dwelt upon it with pleaſure a good while: 
At length, however, it neceſſarily gave 
place to others, which laſted him till he 
got home. In fine, the Blue Butterfly, 

; and 
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and the fair Shepherdeſs, led his Imagi. 


nation ſo extraordinary a dance, as to ars 
gue no abſurdity in thoſe, who ſhould 
loon look for it, to produce effects of a 
very ſingular nature. 

To conſider the follies of our young 
Cavalier, (follies which, by the way, al 
ways increaſe: the further they proceed), 
one would hardly ſuppoſe that the un. 
ſettled ſtate of his brain ſhould remain a 
ſecret to his Aunt; nor, indeed, could 
it have eſcaped her penetration, had the 
Lady herſelf had leiſure to obſerve his 
condition. But, not to mention, that 
the youth was now ſeventeen years old, 
and, therefore, did not ſo much ſeem to 
require her cloſe attention ;—his Aunt 
had for ſeveral weeks paſt been otherwiſe 
engaged, in a certain affair, which obliged 
ker bo be frequently abſent from home, 
on viſits to a little neighbouring town. 

This affair muſt evidently have been 
of no {mall conſequence to her, for when- 
ever ſhe returned from the ſcene of her 
engagements, an unuſual penſiveneſs and 
perturbation fat vihbly on her counte- 
nance. Houſhold matters ſo ſeidom 
engroſſed her concern; ſhe talked 1o 
much to herſelf, and fo little to others; 


and | in giving orders to the domeſtics, ſo 
often 
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often miſtook one thing ſor another, that 
all the family, except her Nephew were 
{track with the alteration. 

It will readily be ſuppoſed, that a va- 
riety of conjectures were paſſed, reſpect - 
ing the cauſes of this great change. But 
the circumſpection of Donna Menz:a, and 
the diſcretion of Mrs Beatrice, were ſo 
in. well managed, that the whole remained 
! 18 a myſtery. There, accordingly, we ſhall 
ud BY leave it for the preſent, till Time, which at 
ne length diſcovers all, ſhall have brought it 
nis to that ſtate of maturity, in which ſecrets 
ut of this kind naturally betray themſelves. 


1 2 


— —_— 
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6, Wl Sequel of the Adventure with the Bullen ſiy. 
The Reader is introduced to a new ac- 
en quamtance. 


T7 H E faithful P:mpimp had fo good 
a ſcent, as to get home juſt as the 
family were fitting down to dinner. A 
profound ſilence reigned at the table, and 
Don Sylvio, as will eaſily be conceived, 
was not at all diſpoſed to interrupt it: He 
was too deeply abſorbed in his private 

| Meditations, 
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Meditations, to perceive how much hig 
dear Aunt was enveloped in her own, As 
little did he obſerve, that his Aunt way 
dreſſed uncommonly fine, and every now 
and then primmed and adjuſted herſelf at 
the looking-glaſs that hung before her; 
though the ſcene appeared fo highly di- 
verting to Pedrillo, who waited at table, 
that to prevent his burſting out, into a 
downright Horſle-laugh, he was forced to 
bite bis lips. p | 
The cloth being taken away, Donna 
Menzia announced to her Nephew, that 
ſhe was obliged to go to town upon buſi- 
neſs, and ſhould not return till next day, 
Don Sylvio underſtood matters too well, 
to ſhe the leaſt curiofity before his Aunt, 
concerning the nature of her buſineſs ; but 
it really coſt him nothing; for, he had 
no curioſity at all about it. Accordingly 
they parted, to the mutual ſatisfaction of 
both, and the moment ſhe had got out of 
light, our young Spark left the houle, 
without acquainting any of the family 
where he was going. | 
As it was cuſtomary with him to take 
an afternoon's nap * in his © Green 
* The Original is La Sieſta; a Spaniſh Term, 
to fignify the time for Sleeping in the ſhade 1n 
warm'chmates, during the heat of the day. 


Caſtle,” 
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Caſtle,” nobody perceived his abſence till 


near ſupper time; and then they went in 
ſearch of him about the houſe, in the 
garden, fields, and woods, but all in 
vain, Every now and then they called 
him by his name, but no Don Sylvzo ap- 
peared. 

The whole family, during the abſence 
of Donna Menzia, and Mrs. Beatrice, her 
faithful Chambermaid, conſiſted of the 
abovementioned Pedrillo, a young lad of 
the village, who was kept to wait upon 
Don Sylvio; together with the Cookmaid, 
a Groom, and the fair Maritornes of whom 
we have already ſpoken. Theſe four good 
folks were in no {mall tribulation, at 
being unable to learn what was become 
of their young Maſter, for they all alike 
loved him, on account of his {ſweetneſs 
of temper and affability. After having 
ſought for him therefore, a great while by 
moon-light, «they returned home, and 
went to bed, concluding, as they could 
„not find him, that he might poſſibly be 
gone to join his Aunt, at the little village 
the went to, which was only about fix 
or eight miles diſtant from the Caltle. 

Pedrillo, who had often accompanied 
: his Maſter, and was not ignorant of his S 
aon for faery Notions, was the only ; 
; One 
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one that doubted upon the ſubject. But, 
after deliberating a while, 1t came into 
his head, that poſſibly ſome Adventure 
or other, in his ufual walk, might have 
led him upon a ramble among the woods, 
Accordingly, he got up next morning by 
day break, and hunted after him in every 
copſe and ſhady ſpot, but with as little 
ſucceſs as the night before; when, juſt as 
he was about to retuxa home, he diſ- 
covered a grotto dug in a rock, covered ga. 
over with honey- ſuckles : at the front of to 
which ſtood a double row of laurels, Wh; 
rd about the rock, in a circu- ien 
ar form. he 
Now though Pedrillo had all the air of, ma 
a ſimpleton, he was by no means deſtitute WW. 1 
of underſtanding ; nor, indeed, was his int 
reading in books of Chivalry and Faery any 
Tales much inferior to that of Don ex} 
Syivio; no ſooner, therefore, had he Wi, 
reached ſight of the place, than he. con- lou. 
jectured from its romantic appearance, I pan 
that, very probably, he might find his ner 
Maſter there: His conjecture for once A 
was right; for on entering the grotto, he Wo; 
beheld him lying in a profound ſlumber, NNat 
upon a bed of moſs and flowers: Little II ar 
Pimpmp ſlept at his feet; his Guittar lay NNay 
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beſide him, and the portrait of his fair 
Shepherdeſs was hanging at his neck. 

Pedrillo, who had never ſeen the picture 
before, was dazzled with the luſtre of the 
precious itones and pearls, that ſparkled 
on all ſides of it; and though, he hardly 
knew any thing of jewels, theſe appeared 
to him of more value than a dozen ſuch 
villages as his own. Long therefore, and 
earneltly did he conſider it, without re- 
garding the portrait, and ſtood at a lofs 
to comprehend where Don Silvio could 
have picked up ſo precious a trinket. At 
length, his curioſity became ſo eager, that 
he could lcarce help venturing to wake his 
maſter : However, he did not ; for-tho' 
a poor country lad, and the fon of a Pea- 
fant, Pedrillo had more politeneſs than 
any of his rank in Andaluſia. The only 
expedient left him, was to take up his 
Maſter's Guittar, which. he thrummed as 
loud as he poflibly could, and accom- 
panied with his voice; but all to no man- 
ner of purpoſe. 

At length, in a violent pet, he cried 
out, © Gadzooks! This muſt be out of 
Nature; Tis either all enchantment, or 
I am the - greateſt Fool in the world. 
Nay, who knows but the Charm may 
all lie in this Gewgaw ; could I * be 
1 a ure 
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ſure of that: — Let me ſee— Twen 
beſt to tear it from his neck; or, if not 
break it to pieces where it is. Surely 
this would be better than to let ny 
young Maſter ſleep here, like a Dor. 
mouſe, for a thouſand years together!“ 
80 ſaying, he determined to ſeize the 
Trinket, but as ill luck would have it 
the ſtring ſomehow rubbed againſt Don 
Sylvio's neck ſo hard, that it waked him; 
The young Gentleman was, at firſt, toy 
drowly to be able to open his eyes; and 
this ſo prevented his knowing who it wa; 
that diſturbed him, that in the buſtle, h. 
took Pedrillo for ſome body that wanted 
to rob him of his beloved Shepherdeſs. 
Our Hero accordingly flev/ into a vio- 
lent rage, at ſo heinous an attempt. ©0 
curſed Enchantreſs, (he exclaimed) i ar 
it not enough to have deprived this in k 
nocent Princeſs of her divine Beauty, re 
and to have changed her into a wretchei rc 
Butterfly ?!—Would'it thou alſo wrell pe 
from me the only thing that can ren hi 
der life ſupportable under the burthen 
of my diſgrace ? But know, that before 
I refign this ſacred pledge, ſooner ſhall WV, 
thou tear from my boſom that hear . 
on which her image is engraven in Ki 


characters of the pureſt flames,” 
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© For Heaven's ſake ! (cried Pedrillo in 
amazement, and retreating to the entrance 
of the Grotto) © what do you mean, Sir, 
by theſe extravagant ſpeeches ?—l am 
neither Enchanter, ' nor Necromancer, 
God help me! I am your Servant Pe- 
drills, Sir; born of as right old Chril- 
tians as any one in the pariſh*: And 
forry I am, after having ſought for 
you, in every corner of the globe, to 
find you in this curſed Grotto, and in 
a perilous condition. What are you 
talking about Enchanters, and Butter- 
flies turned into Princeſſes? Heaven 
knows, I looked for no good from the 
firſt, when I {aw you ſleeping here.” 

And art thou Pedrillo ?” anſwered 
Don Sylvw, rubbing his eyes. If thou 
art Pedrillo—as in truth thy appearance 
leads me to believe, — Tis well. The 
reproaches I threw at thee, regard thee 
not; for I took thee for {ome other 
perſon. But what did you want with 
his Picture? 


We are told, that there is not a Peaſant in 
Jain, without a roll of his pedigree : Every one 
can ſhew, that he 1s deſcended in a right line 
from the old Gothick Chriſtians, who aſſiſted their 
King Pelagius in expelling the Infidei-Moors. 
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«With what Picture? demanded Pedrillo.“ 

O thou Villam! exclaimed Don 
Sylwo, I tell thee, the Picture, which 
thou waſt on the point of ſtealing from 
me, had not an inviſible hand awakened 
me to prevent ſo dire a diſaſter.” 

* Bleſs my Soul, Don Sylvio, replied 
Pedrillo, Methinks, you are either dream- 
ing, or ſome. thing worſe! We were 
hunting after you all yeſterday even- 
ing, (God help us!) till the hour that 
Spirits walk; but all in vain: To-day, 


early in the morning, I have been 


courling through the woods, and run- 
ning into every buſh and covert; at 
length I found you aſleep in this cave: 
Here I ſaw that bauble, and finding 


that you ſlept too ſoundly, I fancied 


it might be from the effect of fome 


Telkfman , that had buried you in this 
everlaſting Slumber, till ſome body or 
other ſhould break the Tellinan to 
pieces; as I have found many examples 
of that kind in the large thick Books, 
that lay in our moſt gracious Miſtreſs 


Donna Menzia's Library. Now, becauſe 


1 love you, and becauſe you put me in Þ 


A Telliſinan; a magical Configuration or Image, 
made under ſome celeſtial Sign ; which was pretend - 
ed to be endowed with a virtue of working Miracles, 
iuch as curing Diſeaſes, preſerving from hurt, Ge. 


fear, 
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ſear, that poſſibly you might in Demo- 
nion's Caſe, who was one day enchanted 
by the Goddeſs Dinah, and laid aſleep 
for a hundred years together, that ſhe 
might have the pleaſure of kiſſing him 
as much as ſhe liked. —Oh the old 
amorous Sorcereſs! But you know 
the Story, Sir; I found it in an old 
book, which I purchaſed out of my 
grandmother” s allowance for thirty 
Maravedis*, though it was unbound, 
and without a title; there were a vaſt 
many painted figures in it, that pleaſed 
me mightily, when I was a little boy; 
and then my Grandmother would read 
me the ſtories by the fide of thoſe Pic- - 
tures; O the good old woman: Tis 
Juſt as if I ſaw her now before me; 
God have mercy on her! — But what 
was I ſaying ?—Oh!—and ſo you 
lee, becauſe you made me very uneaſy, 


as I ſaid before, and was to lay ſlcep- 8 


ing ſo long a time, I was a going to 
break the Tellifman ; — Now Sir, do ye 
ſee, this is the whole ſtory ; ſo that! I 
don't think you had reaton to fall into a 
paſſion with me, as you have, done.“ 
Whatever Inclination Don Sylvio might 


have had to be angry, he could not help 


| . A Maravedis is a little Shariſh Coin. 
D 2 laughing, 
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laughing, to hear Pedrillo ramble in this 
manner. Well, hold thy tongue Pe. 
drills,” faid he, Tis enough that thou 
' hadit no ill intention; but I aſſure thee, 
thou waſt upon -the point of doing me 
a very ſhrewd turn. It is but too 
true, that I am enchanted by what 
thou calleſt a Telliſman; but rather 
would I loſe my Life, than permit any 
one to break the charm. I have this 
night learnt Things of high Impor- 
tance; but aſk me not what they are: 
Thou ſhalt know. more in due time, 
for I have need of thy ſervices. I can- 
Not tell thee more at preſent.” 

Pedrillo could not comprehend a pale 
of this diſcourſe, which only ſerved to 
inflame his curioſity the more. Sir,“ 
{aid he, as they walked home, I will 
aſk you no queſtions, You have for- 


bid me, and I know very well the re- 


—_ I owe you;—For, in the w 
place, you are my Lord, becauſe I 

of your own village; and in the Kev 
place, you' are my Maſter, ſince I am 
your Waiting-man, and I eat your 
bread; for although Madam. Menzia 
governs the whole houſe, I know pretty 
well, who pays the reckoning. — Ah, 
Sir,” continued he, © Simple as you 
oy. think me; yet, I know what's 
5 * what, 
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what, I promiſe you; you may take 
my word for it. I ſhall, therefore, 
neither be curious nor aſk queſtions, 
how important ſoever the matters may 
be which I am not to enquire after; 
for why, Sir, you cannot tell me them 
yet, though you are reſolved I ſhall 


know em, at a proper time. I think 


you ſaid ſo, Sir ?—And yet one thing 
is valtly odd: Methinks, I myſelf am 
almoſt as much enchanted as you are; 
for formerly I could underſtand every 


thing you ſaid; but ever ſince I have 


touched that Telliman, tis as if you 


ſpoke nothing but Hebrew. Let me 


die, if I have underſtood a ſingle word 


of all we have been talking about. I 
have often heard ſay, that knowing a 
valt deal, only gives one the head- ach; 
but if one did but know where you 


had paſſed laſt. night, when we were 


hunting for you all the world over, one 


might then, perhaps, be able to guels 
a little —But I ſay no more. You 


might poſſibly ſuppoſe I was inquiſitive 
and wanted to .aſk queſtions; but cu- 
riolity is not among my failings: What- 
ever does not touch me can't diſturb 
me, For example, if I was inquiſitive, 
I might have wanted to know why my 
n D 3 Lady 
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Lady went to town ſo often ſor this 
week paſt ;—for, between you and J. 
Sir, though I. ſay it , and ſhould not, 
I can aſſure you I am not indifferent 
to Mrs. Beatrice, whatever you may 
think. 'Oh, marry-go to, 'tis a fly 
Gipfſey, that ſame Madam Beats ice 
though the Roſary * at her girdle is as 
big as an old Hermit's, and to fee her 
walk, youd think ſhe was treading 
upon eggs. Still Waters are generally 
the deepeſt, and they are not all Cooks 
that wear long Knives. Howeyer, one 
word's as good as a thouſand. You 
muſt know, Sir, I was going by her 
chamber yeſterday, and the moment 
ſhe ſaw twas me, (for the door ſtood 
balf open) ſhe called to me to come in 
and pin her handkerchief; but, 1 can't 
tell how it was, inſtead of fixing 1t to 
her back, I did juſt the contrary. In 
ſhort, I could no way manage it at all, 
Upon this ſhe ſaid nothing, but laugh'd 
at my. aukwardnels; and, "Heavens Por- 
give me, I ſhould have ſtood there til 
now, if ny Lady had not rung the 


* A Roſary is compoſed of various rows of 
Peads; and is uſed by Roman Catholics, to keep 
Sccount of their Ave Mar)'s, Pater noſters, and 
other devotions, as they repeat them. 
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bell. The firſt time ſhe rung, we 
heard nothing of it, I was fo buſy; 
but ſhe ſoon. retuined to the charge, 
and gave ſuch a peal, that Mrs. Bea- 
rice told me, I muſt go to her, Pe- 
drillo, or my Lady will ſcold me: Had 


I known, ſaid ſhe, that you was ſo 


aukward, I certain ſhould not have 
calld you; for you ſee how long you 
have been, and now, at laſt, I muſt 
faſten it on myſelf.” Upon ſaying 
which, away ſhe went ;—But, pray 
Sir, what was it I was going to tell 
you; — oh, it was about, I might have 
wiſhed to know why my Lady went fo 
often to town, and who ſhe went to, 
and all how and about it; but, as I 
ſaid before, the handkerchief put it all 
out of my head. You ſee then I am 
not curious, not I; for Mrs. Beatrice 
was in ſo good a humour, that I be- 
lieve ſhe would have told me every 
thing.“ 8 | | 
In this ma:mer did Pedrillo continue 
chattering, all the way he came, while 
Don $y/v:0 gave not the leaſt heed to any 
thing he ſaid, ſo deeply was he engaged 
in his own wild Meditations. But ſcarce 
had they reached home when his'Stomach 
Put our Hero in mind, that he had eaten 
* nothing 


as 
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nothing forthe laſt four-and-twenty hours. 
For, as we have before obſerved, the 
Stomach 1s above all Enchantment. He 
therefore ordered his breakfaſt to be got 
ready, conſiſting of an Omelet t, and ſome 
Chickens fricaſſeed, which he diſpatched 
with ſo good a grace, as revived Pedrillos 
linking ſpirits, and gave him a better opi- 

mon of his Maſter's IntelleQs ; far better 
than he had entertained of them, while 


he run on fo ſtrangely about Transfor- 
mations, Princelles, and enchanted But- 


terllies. 


— 


CHAP. X. 


In which F, airies, Salamanders, Princeſſes, | 
and Green Dwarfs, make their appearance. 


S ſoon as the heat of the day was 
over, Don Sylvio retreated into the 
garden, accompanied by Its faithful Pe- 
drillo, and ſeated himſelf in a bower com- 
ſed of eſſamines, which was the ſha- 


dieſt ſpot he could find. There, after 


+ A ſort of Pancakes made of Eggs; a common 
Diſh in Spain. | 


having 
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having ſtrialy enjoined Pedrillo not to 
interrupt him, as was ſo commonly the 
caſe, he related to him in the moſt cir- 
cumſtantial manner every thing that had 
happened to himſelf from the Adventure 
of the Green Frog, to the moment in 
which Pedrillo found him ſleeping in the 
rotto. 
We ſhall paſs over in ſilence all that 
our Readers have been already informed 
of, and only take up the narration from 
the period of his clopement, which bad 
given ſo much uncaſineſs to his domeſtics. 
As ſoon as my Aunt was gone conti- 
nued he) I returned to the grove, to look 
for the place where the Blue Butterfly had 
dilappeared ; and where in her ſtead. ſhe 
had left me this Portrait, on which at 
preſent all the happineſs, or milery of 
my life depends. I took little Pimpimp 
with me, 1n hopes that, being prompted 
by Inſtinct, he might better re conduct 
me into the road we had taken together, 
and which I could not very well recollect. 
Nor was I deceived; I found out the 
lame ſpot ; and, after very carefully run- 
ning over and ſearching it, in hopes of 
meeting with ſomething that might any 
way inform me whom the Portrait be- 
longed to; I reſumed my courſe through 
| | 2 © the 
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the wood, to ſee if 'twere poſſible to trace 
out the Blue Butterfly, who, fince the 
Adventure of the Portrait, no longer ap- 
e to me to be of any ordinary 
pecies. If it be a Fairy, (ſaid 1 to my- 
felf) as I have good reaſon to believe, 
perchance, ſhe may be touched with 
the ſollicitude in which ſhe beholds me; 
nay, perhaps too ſhe may render her- 
ſelf viſible to theſe eyes, in order to 
we me that neceſſary intelligence, 
without which I know not how to 


live. 


I accordingly made a general ſearch 


dae all the wood; I found Butter- 
i 


es enow, but no Blue Butterfly. 
The night was already far advanced, 
and Pimpimp ſo tired, that he could 
get no turther; nor was I much leſs 
oO; when luckily I difcovered that 
grotto where you found me, and re- 
folved to paſs the night in it, I threw 
up a bed for myſelf, and Pimpimp went 
alleep by my fide, while I lay awake, 
muſing upon my prefent fituation. 
The moon-light at length ſhone fo very 
fine, that it induced me to get out, 
and take a little turn in the alley that 
ſtood before the grotto, 

. I had 
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e I had not been long walking, when 
all on a ſudden, I was ſtruck with a 
burſt of light, that inſtantly ſeemed to 
gild the trees and buſhes on all fides. I 


looked up very attentively at this phe- 


* nomenon, which appeared to be a 
globe of fire, and to move in a higher 


| {phere than the Moon itſelf.' At length 


it infenfibly deſcended. toward the 
place where I ſtood. You cannot 
conceive, Pedrillo, the joy which this 
apparition gave me.” 

joy, Sir! exclaimed Pedrillo, 
Joy! why one would really ſuppoſe 
you were not made like other people. 
I myſelf, Sir, for example, ſhould fave 
died with terror, at ſeeing ſuch a 
globe; and you, even rejoice at it!“ 
Now, did not I tell you, that I 
would not be interrupted?” replied Don 
Sylvzo ;—© I tell you again, I was re- 


joiced ; and had good reaſon ſo to be; 


for well I knew it was a Faery, and 
my Heart ſufficiently ſuggeſted to me 
that it was the ſame | ſought. My ex- 
pectations were not deceived: The 
Globe of Fire, which continually in- 
creaſed in ſize as it came nearer, burſt 
at length with a prodigious noiſe, a 


little over my head; and inſtead of it, 


D 6 1 be- 


Go Die Adventures of 


1 beheld a Lady of wonderſul beauty 
ſea:ed on a Chariot made of Carbuncles, 
drawn by two winged Serpents of a 
flame colour: Around her fluttered 
upon a thin Silver Cloud, a multitude 
of Salamanders, in the ſhape of little 
Boys, winged, and of a ſupernatural 
beauty. Their hair appeared like Ti- 
tan's curling beams; their wings were 
flames; their bodies whiter than the 
mow in ſunſhine; their forcheads and 
cheeks more radiant than the ſplendors 
of Aurora, The luſtre of the Fairy 


-herſelf, however effaced the whole; 


Twas, in ſhort, ſo dazzling, that J 
-muſt have loſt my ſight, had not the 
gentle Fairy taken the precaution of 
touching me with her wand. 

Don Silvio, ſhe began, I am the 
Fairy Radiante, whole Life thou didſt 
- preſerve in the day when thou be- 
heldeſt me, under the ſhape of a little 
Green Frog; — that Life, on which, 
(however deſpicable it might then ap- 
pear,) depended the glories wherein 
thou now ſurveyſt me. Thou know'ſt 
that in every hundred years, we are 
neceſſitated to aſſume, for the ſpace of 


eigbt days together, the figure of ſome 


bird or other animal; and that during 
EE | 3 id this 
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this period, we loſe the exerciſe of all 
our powers, and are expoled to all 
thoſe accidents which await the ani- 
mal nature. The eight days in which 
I was neceſſitated to be a Green 
Frog, were within a few hours of 
being elapſed, when the pleaſure of 
beholding myſelf again in my natural 
ſhape made me neglect the precaution 
of keeping within the ditch ; and thus 
I expoled mylelf to the danger which, 
without thy generous alliſtance, muſt 
have colt me my life. The terror 
which I felt, on being juſt in the 
Stork's beak, hindered my thanking 
thee immediately for my deliverance ; 

and as in a few hours after J reſumed 
my uſual ſhape, I could not help giving 
my firſt moments to the affairs of 
the Salamanders, whole Queen I am, 
So ſoon, however, as I had any time 
to think of my own private concerns, 
I recalled to mind my high obliga- 
tions to thee; and have ſince thought 
of little elle, but how to teſtify my 
gratitude for them, My books, which 
1 confulted, have ſhewn me, that 
Fate deſtines thee to love à certain 
Princeſs: But there were difficulties 
in * way of thy happineſs, which, 


without 
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without ſome powerful aid, would e 
have proved very hard for thee to ſur: 
mount. I am come therefore to offer 
thee my ſervices; Thy beloved one i; 
under perſecution from the Fairy 
Fanfretuche, becauſe ſhe cannot reſolve Ml 
to marry a certain Dwarf, Nephew to be 
that Fairy, and who, on account of fo 
his complexion, is named The GreenWM ſo 
Dwarf, or © The Knight of the Walp,” WM in 
from the Animal on which he is com- x: 
monly ſeen to ride. The Princeſs, th 
being immoveable in her ſentiments m 
was not long ſince changed by this WM ſu 
cruel Fairy into a Blue Butterfly, edged 
with purple; under a condition that 
the Enchantment ſhall not ceaſe, till in 
her preſent ſtate ſhe have ſound a Lover, 
who will pluck off her head, and her 
-wings.—And oh! hapleſs Don HD 
the Blne Butterfly caught by thee this 
moi ning was thy Prince als! She ſaw thee, 
in the grove, and inſtantly ſhe loved thee 
She fled from thee only to fee if thou 
wouldſt follow her, and ſuffered thee, 
of her own accord, to take her the 
moment ſhe was convinced of her not 
being indifferent to thee, even in the 
ſhape of a Butterfly. On finding her: 
lf in thy hand, ſhe ſtrove by her flut 

tering 
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tering to tell thee how agreeable ſhe 
felt her priſon; but the cruel Tau- 
reluche had deprived her of ſpeech, ſo 
that ſhe could only heave a ſigh, which 
thou didſt unhappily miſtake as a 
mark of her regret for the loſs of li- 
berty. Thy compaſſionate Heart there- 
fore incited thee to let her fly; ſhe did 
ſo, with the extreameſt ſorrow; and 
in all probability would preſently have 
returned toward thee, had ſhe not at 
that inſtant perceived the Green Dwarf, 
mounted on his Waſp, who put on 
ſuch a look of terror, that fear made 
the Princeſs wiſh for every wing in 
creation, to add all poſſible fpecd to 
her precipitate retreat. Fortunately 
for the Princeſs, I was juſt ſet out in 
ſearch of thee. I ſaw the danger ſhe 
was in, and flew to her ſuccour, after 
having commiſſioned one of my Sa- 
lamanders, to throw the Princeſs's Por- 
trait in the path before you, I pur- 
ſued the Green Dwarf, who, finding 
himſelf too feeble to enter the liſts 
with me, aſſumed every poſhble ſhape 
in order to eſcape me. At length, he 
transformed himſelf into a thin cloud; 
but I ſoon perceived the change, and 
preſſed it fo hard that it preſently dit 
two ſolved 
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ſolved. The labourers at work in the 
fields beneath us fancied they ſaw it 
Tain blood, and took it for an evil omen, 
The Green Dua unable to endure the 
preſſure, at length reſumed his own 
ſhape ; which, however, I ſuffered him 
not long to enjoy; transforming him 
into an ivory Tooth-pick, on condition 
never to regain his native form, till he 
ſhould have ſerved to pick the hinder- 
molt cheek-tooth of fume female of 
four ſcore, that was {till a maiden.” 

« Oh merciful to me!” cried Pedrillo 
on hearing this; I am the Fairy Rada- 
mantes molt humble ſervant; but l 
cannot think ſhe knew what ſhe talked 
about. At this rate, the poor Green 
Dwarf will remain a Tooth-pick forever: 
For look ye, Signior Don Sylvio, I 
will conſent to be no longer Pedvillo, if 
you find either in the old or new 
world a Virgin of four ſcore, that has 
any teeth left to pick; or a female of 
four ſcore with all her teeth, that is ſtill 
a Maid.” | 

That, replied Don Sylvio, will be the 
Green Dua s concern; at leaſt, I ſhall 
have nothing to fear from him during 
the long period of his ſearch after this 


Phoemx, But prithee, Sir, have not 
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7 repeatedly ordered you not to inter- 
rupt me, on pain of my indignation ? 
—take care then how you oblige me to 
tell you fo the third time!“ 

% Very well, Sir!” anſwered Pedrillo, 
go on with your diſcourle, and don't 
be angry with me; I won't open my 
lips again; you know I'm not fond of 
chattering'; but when you talk of 'Tooth- 
picks, and Maids of four ſcore 

Plague take the prating fellow] cried 
Don Sylvio; What, are you beginning 
again | — 

„OO Sir, pray forgive me,” ſaid Pe- 
drillo, ** I promiſe you I will never in- 
terrupt you any more; nor ſhould I 
have done it now, if it had not been 
for the Tooth-pick :''—— 

„ Would thou wert a Tooth-pick thy- 
ſelf,” exclaimed the Don, in high in- 
dignation. Hear what I tell ye, and 
be ſilent; or elſe, by all that's good, 
this is the laſt time I'll ever ſpeak to 
you.” 

This terrible Menance ſtruck poor 
Pedrillo all in a heap; for he had the 
utmoſt love for his young Maſter. He 
therefore put his hand upon his mouth, 
to ſhew be was determined to be filent s 

; all 
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and Don Sy/v:0 continued his narration az 
follows: 

** The Fairy having ended her dil. 
courle, made a ſhort pauſe; I ſeized 
that moment, to throw myſelf at her 
feet, and to teſtify my gratitude .1n the 
moſt Iively terms. Powerful Fairy, 
(faid I) who haſt already done for me 
ſo much, O purſue, I conjure thee, the wh 
generous deſign, and give it full per- ha: 
tection, Thou who waſt able to give bel 
a Green Dwarf the ſhape of a Tooth. pr 
pick, how eaſy will it be for thee to ref 
reſtore my dear Princeſs to her native 
form!“ — 

lt is not in my power, replied the 
Fairy, to diflolve an Enchantment 
wrought by one of my companions, 
This great adventure is reſerved for D: 
thee.. Loſe no time, Don Sylvio! Take 
with thee thy faithful Pedrillo, and the 
little Pimpimp; and till thou halt 7 
found her, never quit thy ſearch of the 
blue Butterfly. 1 am not a little ap- thi 
prehenſive that the malicious Faire. w. 
tuche will ſtudy to avenge her Nephew; IT. 
but let not theſe difficulties daunt thy WW ur 
reſolution. On the contrary be aſſured, I oy 
that whenever thou findeſt thyſelf in N w. 
diſtreſs, my ſuccour ſhall not be im- 
plored in vain. 


At 
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L ag At theſe words, The Fairy, her 
 MChariot, and the Salamanders diſappear- 
all. ed; while I, finding mylelf greatly fa- 
Zed tigued, fell into that profound Slum- 
her ber, out of which I don't think I 
the mould have waked till this time, had 
ry, not you come to rouſe me.“ 

mel} Thus then, Pedrillo, you have heard 
the hat the F airy hath enjoined me. I 
er- have no time to loſe; we muſt inſtantly 
weh beſtir ourſelves, in ſearch of my dear 
th. Princeſs; and 1 truſt you will not 
toWrefuſe to follow me.” 


—_— = 


ent CM :A Þ. . 


for Dialogue between Pedrillo and his Maſter. 
ke Preparations for the intended Fourncy. 


alt PEDRILLO bad liſtened with great 
he pleaſure, to this Hiſtory of the Fairy, 
p; the Princeſs, and the Green Day, for he 
was a great Lover of ſuch marvellous 
Tales and Stories. But the moment he 
underſtood that Don Sylvio was ſetting: 


world over in fearch of the blue Butter- 
fly. 


out in earneſt, and mult run all the 
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fly, this part of the buſineſs did not at all 
ſuit his taſte ; he grated his teeth, ſhrugged 
up his ſhoulders, and after a heſitation of 
lome minutes, at length he cried, 

+ Merciful to me! Signior Don Syldio, 
what would you have me ſay to you? 
If I underſtand matters right, you may 
juſt as well have been dreaming this 
as ,any thing elſe; and if I did not 
know you were ſo good a Gentle- 
man, Heaven forgive me, but one 
ſhould be almoſt tempted to believe 

* How, Sir! ſaid Don Sylvzo, Have 
you the face then to doubt the truth of 
what.L tell en. — 

* No indeed, replied Pedrillo, I have 
no doubt of it at all; but the Globe 
of Fire, and the Frog Fairy, and the 
Green Dwarf, in love with the Princels, 
and the Butterfly too, which is to be 
your. wife, and turned by you into a 
Princeſs, —and the Tooth-pick, —— 
Don't be angry, dear Sir, but upon 
my word, d'ye ſee, I do think you mult 
have dreamed about allthis; and one very 
often has droll dreams: For example, I 
myſelf dreamed but a little while ago— + 
O good Heavens! cried Don Syloo, 

loſing all patience;—am I to do no- 


thing elſe, but hear your Dreams? And 


do you ſuppoſe that my ſeeing the 
| | Fairy 


eee 
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Fairy Radiante, and her informing me 
of all I had to do for regaining 
my incomparable Princeſs. —Tell me, 
Blockhead! do you ſuppoſe all this to 
be a Dream? and do you ſuppoſe this 
Picture here at my neck too, to be all 
a Dream ?”—Saying this, he took the 
trinket, preſſed the ſpring, and ſhewed 
Pedrillo the little Picture that lay con- 
cealed under the great Diamond. 

Pedrillo ſtared very earneſtly, on ſeeing 
the Portrait of a Woman, who appeared 
to him a thouſand times handſomer than 
Mrs. Beatrice herlelf. © Ah! by St. 
James, cried he, I have now no more 
to ſay. What then, this is the Prin- 
cels, that Fairy Radiante has promiſed 
you, and who 1s transformed into a 
blue Butterfly ?-—1 muſt be an Oaf 
indeed now, not to believe every thing 
you have been telling me; though, on 
my Conſcience, I never could have 
believed it, had not I ſeen it with my 
own eyes. Well, this is wonderful! 
for who but a Fairy could have done 
all this for you? Why, III lay any 
wager, that the leaſt of theſe precious 
ſtones is worth ten of our 'cottages:— 
And then I have often read, how that 
ſuck pieces of furniture were nothing but 
nilles to a Fairy; Diamonds with them 

are 
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are as common a merchandize, »MW1 
pebble-ſtones are among us; and I amd 
pretty. well perſuaded, that Madan 

Rademante has finer Jewels about her {MD 
Chamber-pot, than there are in out 
Queen's Necklace, whom God pre. lit 
ſerve! Well, well, theſe are not thing re 
to be found in one's ſleep. You mul m 
therefore have been awake; and i be 
you was awake, — you could not hau de 
dreamed, as I ſaid juſt now; and fo, a 
that's the caſe, the Princeſs muſt cer. 
tainly be a Butterfly. Do, Sir, let me 
ſee it again, — Bleſs my Heart, how 
pretty it is! what a ſweet look is that! 
why, if one did not know 'twas only 
Painting, one would think ſhe wa 
going to open her mouth, and talk 
Oh the Devil take thoſe curſed. crea 
tures, that could be ſo unmercifu] a 
to change this charming little Face in- 
to an Inſect. Indeed, Sir Amglt , l 
Weſp, tis well for you, and all ſuch 
folks, that Princeſſes like theſe are to 
be met with: But a plague take ye l- 
Can you have the front to imagine, that be- 
cauſe ſhe is ſo ſmall that one may · co 
her whole pretty little face with a Gnats 


wing, —therefore, ſhe muſt be — „ 
uch 
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ſuch a pitiful bandy- leg d hunch. backed, 


diminutive green monſter as you?“ 

* What a ſtupid thing you are! ſaid 
Don Sylvio. And do you imagine that 
the Princeſs is no bigger than you ſee this 
little Portrait? You muſt know that the 
realon of repreſenting her ſo ſmall, is 
merely becaule the bit of ivory could not 

ifMbe any larger to ſuit the caſe. But this 
e does not hinder but ſhe may be full as tall 
Mas the Goddeſs Diana, or the beautiful 
eri, who certainly muſt have been none 
me of the leaſt, ſince a Giant ſo big as Mo- 
ow M/and:no, abſolutely fixed upon her for a 
at! Mite; and even ſuppoſing her to be not 
quite ſo tall, ſhe would only be ſo much 
wal more like the Graces, who are repreſented 
alkMby the Poets and Painters ſmaller than the 
rea; other Goddeſſes, thereby to expreſs in a 
amore ſtriking manner, thoſe. Attractions, 

in-Mand that Sweetnels, which render them 
{iz Fvorthy the honour of being Companions 
ſuch end Attendants to the Queen of Love.“ 
b © True, Sir, anſwered Pedrillo, nothing 
-n be more juſt; for, as the Proverb 
t be-WWays, Whatever is little is pretty; and 
over though Madam the Princeſs were no big- 
naler than a wax-doll; yet, I dare fay, 
e forW&pon ſeeing her, we ſhall find it the ms 
--_ 
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eſt little Creature that a man fhould be. 
hold in a ſummer's day.” 

* Pedrillo, my Friend, interrupted Don 
Sylvio, let us not loſe time in frivolous 
diſcourſe, while, perhaps, my Miſtreſs i 
in danger.” 

% Ay, very true, Sir, ſaid the faceti. 
ous Pedrillo ; that's juſt what I was going 
to ſay: For, ſurely, nothing can be more 
difagreeable to ſo fine a Princeſs, than t 
fee herſelf every moment expoſed to the 

hazard of being devoured by ſome curſe 
Crow or other; Mercy on me! "Twoull 
as ſoon ſnap her up as the commoneſt In. 
ſe; without any regard to her Prince 
Rank, which I really begin to be per: 
ſuaded of, now that I have ſeen her Pi. 
ture.” 

What thou haſt Taid, Pedr:llo, replied 
Don Sylvio, gives me no uneaſineſs at al, 
With regard to all ſuch apprehenſions 
reſt the matter entirely in the protection} 
of the Fairy Radiante. But, mighty af 
this protection may be againſt all the 
Crows upon earth, it is not enough to 
ſcreen her from the ſubtle practices d 
that wicked Fairy Fanfreluche ; for, as! 
told thee before, it is for Me only that the 
diſenchantment of the blue Butterfly » 
reſerved, What ſay'ſt thou, —_ 
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Would it not be better for us to ſet off 
immediately, while my Aunt is from 
home? Thou ſeeſt we are all here toge- 
ther; thou, I, and Pimpimp: Let us then 
go ſeek the Princeſs, tho' it were to the 
Anti podes. The Fairy will take care of 
the reſt.” | 

« You are in a very great hurry, Sir, 
ſaid Pedrillo; but I am inclined to think 


you don't rightly calculate matters. You | 


muſt know that in travelling there is 
occaſion for a thouſand things, which one 
ought to be provided with, in caſe of 
neceſſity.” | 
And you muſt know too, Sir, inter- 
rupted Don Syvo, that I think you don't 
know what you are talking about, Where 
did you ever hear or read of any Prince 
or Knight, that uſed ſuch a precaution, 
while he was travelling thro' the World 
under the protection of a Fairy? Such 
perſons never want for rich habits, fine 
linen, or money for all neceſſary occa- 
ſions. They commonly pals the night in 
enchanted Palaces, where they are mag- 
nificently regaled ; and ſhould they hap- 
pen to wander in Foreſts or Deſarts, 
there, without the leaſt thought or care 


inthe world, they behold a table ſet out 


before them, ſerved up by inviſible hands, 
| E and 
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and loaded with the moſt delicious viands; 
after which refreſhment they lie down and 
ſleep ona bed of flowers, either in Grottosor 
in Arbors planted by the hands of Nymph, 
and clad in the richeſt verdure.“ 

All this, Sir, ſaid Pedrillo, is charming 
and delightful; but, to tell you the truth, 
ſhould ſtill be of the opinion, not to truſt 
too much to thele fine things. Among the 
Fairies, you know, one has both friends and 
enemies; and they would not be the firſt 
Princes or Princeſſes I have read of, who, 
upon ſuch Adventures, with the fineſt teeth 
in the world, had nothing to nibble. Too 
much precaution never does harm, as my 
good old Grandmother uſed to ſay: One 
Bird in the Hand, is worth two in the Buſh. 
In a word, Sir, if you do not diſdain 
my advice, I will go and make a provi- 
ſion of linen, a good bit of ſomething 
eatable, and a few bottles of wine: And 
do you, Sir, on your part, take care to 
have your purſe well lined with Real, 
This done, we will take whatever Road 

you pleaſe; only Heaven grant we ma 
neither meet with Blue nor Green Dwarys, 
who might take it in their heads perhaps 
to diſpute our Princels with us.” 
Don Sylvio, who, ſetting aſide his wild 
notions, was one of the beſt youths 4 
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the world, ſuffered himſelf to be eaſily 
perſuaded by Pedrillo, and accordingly 
returned with him to the Caſtle, firſt clap- 
ping the picture of his ſuppoſed Princels 
into his pocket, that he might not raiſe 
the curiolity of the Servants. With all 
the confidence that our Hero repoſed in tlie 
ſuccour of the Fairies, he failed not, how - 
ever, to take off with him a few trinkets 
which he had inherited from his father ; 
as alſo his little hoard of money, which, 
to ſay the truth, did not amount to above 
ten or a dozen ducats; while Pedrillo, on 
his part, ranſacked the kitchen and cellar. 
The above mentioned ſum, though rather 
of the leaſt, ſeemed, notwithſtanding, to 
our Hero, more than ſufficient for a 
Journey from one hemiſphere to the other, 
under the protection of the Fairy Rad:- 
ante, He then put on his handſomeſt 
laced ſhirt, dreſſed himlelf in a doublet of 
green ſattin edged with gold, and lined with 
pink taffety ; and his breeches, ſtockings, 
and the feather in his hat, were of the 
ſame colour. Thus equipped, and equal- 
ling of figure all the Narciſſuss and Hya- 
cinths of poetic ſtory, Don Sylvio waited 
with impatience for the Companion of his 
Travels, firmly reſolved to ſteal off pri- 
E 2 vately 
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vately, before his Aunt ſhould return 
home, 


© #* % "ib % 
The Author's Refleftions, 


AD it been in our power to write 

this hiſtory half a dozen Centuries 
ago, the whole Chapter before us would 
have been ſuperfluous. In former times, 
that which we call the Marvellous, was ſo 
common, that people could not meet with 
any thing more extraordinary than natu- 
ral events. But in the preſent age, one 
would almoſt ſuppoſe that a mode of 
thinking diametrical oppoſite had taken 
the lead ; Inſomuch, that perhaps out of 
all the Readers of this Hiſtory, we cah 
hardly flatter ourſelves with finding one, 
who would readily be perſuaded to think, 
that every thing related in the foregoing 
Chapter, might have happened eveiy 
day. Since the invention of Microſcopes, 
inviſible things have but little influence on 
human minds; and even a Ghoſt himſelf 
would find it very difficult to perſuade 


people of the reality of his — 
n 
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In ſhort, it would be in vain for us to 
pretend, (fince nobody would believe it if 

we did) that there exif ſuch a Fairy as 
Radiante, or that the Blue Butterfly has 
ever been a Princeſs, or that a Tooth- 
pick ever yet figured away in the Cha- 
racter of a Green Dwarf. 

Our beſt way then, in ſuch circum- 
ſtances, is candidly to confets, that we 
ourſelves have as little faith in all that 
Don Sugo has been telling Pedrilio, as 
we have in the viſions of our pious Coun- 

woman, Mary d Agreda, or the Tale 
of the Red Cap, or any other Tale with, 
which our good Nurſes formerly fed us, 
from the very cradle. 

That Truth, however, which we pro- 
feſs throughout the whole courſe of this 
Hiſtory, obliges us to obſerve, that Don 
Sylvio in his Narrations, has neither ad- 
vanced nor aſſerted any thing which may 
not, in a certain ſenſe, be as true and 
real, as moſt other ſtories drawn from 
the imaginary world. 

To underitand this ſeeming paradox, 
we mult remember, that there are two. 
ſorts of Realities, which, in concreto, are 
not ſo eaſily diſtinguiſhable as, perhaps, 
ſome may imagine. 

E 3 * Now, 
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Now, as in ſpite of all the Egotiſts in 
the world, there are things which really 
exiſt out of ourſelves, ſo are there, in 
return, others, which exiſt only in our 
imagination. The former exiſt, though 
we do not know that they exiſt ; the latter 
exiſt only ſo far, as we imagine them to 
exiſt. Theſe things have no reality in 
themſelves ; but with him who takes them 
for real, they have the ſame effect, as if 
they were ſo; and without depriving men, 
by this means, of a good ſhare of that 
high opinion they entertain of themſelves, 
we may aſſert, that theſe matters are the 
main ſprings of moſt of the actions of 
mankind, that they are the fountain either 
of our happineſs or of our miſery ; the 
ſource of our moſt deteſtable vices, or of 
our molt ſhining virtues. 

What Fairy or enchanted Palace can 
be more chimerical, than that glorious 
Renown, which the greateſt men agree to 
have been the aim of their moſt ſplendid 
enterprizes. Did not Alexander, the great 
Alexander, who realized that fabulous 
march of Bacchus into India, and thereby 

plunged himſelf in a thouſand dangers, 
to furniſh others with matter for conver- 
ſation ? — Did not he purſue a chimera, as 


unreal as that which made Don Sylvio 2 
alter 
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alter a Blue Butterfly, in order to diſen- 
chant it? To any Spectator, who coolly 
conſiders the actions of men, the former 
muſt appear as great a madman as the 
latter; at leaſt the latter hath this advan- 
tage over the other, that His chimera in- 
jured no one, while that of Aſias Con- 
queror laid waſte half the world, 

But it is time for us to recollect, that 
we are entering upon Reflections very re- 
mote from our Subject; {9 remote, in- 
deed, that we are not a little embarraſſed 
to find out a happier tranſition, than thoſe 
commonly adopted by Gentlemen Com- 
pilers, when, after half a dozen digreſ- 
hons, they want to return to the place 
from whence they came. 

To reſume then, our ſubject; In the 
narrative of our young Knight, we mult 
be careful to diſtinguiſh between what 
happened to him in reality, and what his 
imagination added to it. The reader may 
remember, after the Adventure of the 
Butterfly and Portrait, we left him in a 


condition, wherein his imagination was 


elevated in an extraordinary manner ; the 
vivacity of the ideas which preſented 
themſelves to him, was ſo much the more 
increaſed by night, as thoſe ideas them- 
ſelves were leſs weakened by any external 

E 4 ſenſation; 
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ſenſation; they only wanted one more 
degree to make them felt, as if they were 
real. In ſuch a diſpoſition of mind it was, 
that Don Slvio perceived a globe of fire, 
| which rolled about in the air, and ſhortly 
after burſt cloſe by bim. This known 
meteor, which a good Naturaliſt would 
have regarded with a curious eye, finiſhed 
the enchantment of a Don Sylvwo. He 
recollected to have often, in his tales, met 
with fuch globes of fire, from whence 
there always iſſued a Fairy ſeated on a 
Diamond-car, drawn by fix Swans, or 
by four and twenty Rams with fleeces of 
gold. This appearance then, otherwiſe 
very natural, was according to his mode 
of reaſoning, the beginning of a ſuper- 
natural apparition; and nothing more 
was wanting to change his chimeras, which 
were already formed in his brain, and 
ready to burſt forth into a ſeries of Reali- 
tics ; ſince it had no other difference from 
a dream, than that Don Sylvio was awake, 
and had been ſo much the more power- 
fully decerved by the connection between 
his prior and ſubſequent ideas. 
This, ſo far as we underſtand the 
matter, 1s the moſt probable explication 
that can be given of ſuch Viſions; we are 


very far, however, from wiſhing to force 
8 any 
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any one to ſubſcribe to our ſentiments, 
Don Sylvio was alone, when he pretended 
that the Fairy had appeared to him ; and 
we may boldly defy all the Scepticks, 
Materialiſts, Deiſts and Pantheiſts in the 
world, to prove that the Fairy Radiante, 
or her apparition, was any thing impoſſi- 
ble. We offer our explication only as a 
bare conjecture; and if the lovers of the 
Marvellous ſhould be more diſpoſed to 
believe it than Don Hluio himſelf (who 
undoubtedly was an eye witneſs of the 
whole affair, and, which is more, cannot 
be ſuſpected of premeditate d impoſture) 
in this caſe we have nothing to reply 
againſt them. | 
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I. 


A Demonſtration that Prudery may excite the 
Diſpleaſure of Venus. 


wW HILE Don Sylvo was getting 


matters ready to go in ſearch of 
Adventures, Donna Menzia endeavoured 
to detain him in a way, which Don Sylvio 
as little ſuſpected, as Donna Menzia ſul- 
pected Don Sylvio's intrigue with an en- 
chanted Butterfly. * 

s 
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We think it has been already ob- 
ſerved that this Lady had, for ſome time 
palt, made frequent viſits to a ſmall 
Town in the neighbourhood ; viſits, in- 
deed, that gave little concern to Don 
Sylvio's curioſity; but which, in fact, tend- 
ed to no leſs than playing him a viler 
Turn, than all the united malice of all 
the Fanfreluches and all the Caraboſſas in 
the world could have invented againſt 
him. ; 
The Reader may, .perhaps, remember 
that Donna Menzia, notwithſtanding her 
extreme Prudery, had been no enemy to 
love in her tender youth; nay, and to ſpeak 
the truth ingenuouſly, there never perhaps 
was a Woman to whom that Virtue, which 
the cruelty of Men obliged her to retain, 
had been more irkſome. It is even pre- 
tended, that from the time of her firſt 
renouncing the world to live in retirement, 


. which, generally ſpeaking, is ſaid to be 


no way favourable to forced Prudery ; it 
is, I fay, pretended that this irkſomeneſs 
of ſituation had been more than once ſo 
preſſing, that (without the leaſt offence to 


her ſex be it ſpoken) ſhe had even made 


lome advances to one of the Grooms in 
the Family; advances, which could not 
have failed to produce their effect, had not 

2 "> Way 
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the charms of young Maritornes rendered 
this clowniſh lover inſenſible to all the 
advantages of a ſkeleton of Quality, over 
a young female Peaſant. Whatever 
ground«there might be for this Anecdote, 
it is certain that Donna Menzia was ſo far 
unhappy, as to be obliged to ſeek in the 
vague illuſions of an heated imagination, 
the ſhadow of a pleaſure, which her want 
of experience, eſtimated in proportion to 
the ardour of her deſires. Her averſion 
to Boccace's Tales, and even to the in- 
nocent pleaſantries of Lopez de Vega, did 
not prevent thoſe Dialogues, which ſome 
modern Sotade has placed to the account 
of the famous Aloyſia Sigea, from being 
her favourite Book ; in ſhort, 1t was con- 
ſtantly under her Bolſter a cuſtom 
which, perhaps, ſhe thought juſtified by 
the example of St. Chry/oſtome, who did 
the ſame honour. to the Comedies of 
Ariſtophanes. 

Tt may poſſibly be thought an Inde- 
corum, that by revealing theſe ſecrets, we 
have annihilated the benefits which the 
world might have derived from the edify- 
ing example of the chaſte Donna Menzia, 
But in this inſtance it was indiſpenſably 
neceſſary to diſcharge the duties of a faith- 
ful Hiſtorian ; eſpecially, as an ill-timed 
"MW | diſcretion 
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E Jiſcretion might have rendered the truth 
of our Hiſtory ſuſpected with regard to 
ſome matters, which we ſhall be obliged 
to relate preſently. 
Not to keep our Readers any longer in 
painful ſuſpence, we mult inform them, 
it is but too true, that neither the 
virtue of Donna Menzia, nor the pride of 
her birth, nor the threeſcore Springs which 
ſhe had already paſſed, were able to de- 
fend her tender heart againſt the love 
- WW wherewith a certain Attorney of Aelva, 
d WM had the good fortune to inſpire her. 
e She had become acquainted with him 
t at a Lady's, a friend of hers. The At- 
o WE torney managed that Lady's affairs, and 
£ often came to viſit her. Donna Menzia 
n had, therefore, an opportunity of being 
„thoroughly informed of the Attorney's 
4 Circumſtances in Life, which appeared 
f Wh to be very favourable to the deſign ſhe 
had formed upon his Perſon from the 
- WH firlt moment ſhe ſaw him. 
e This worthy Perſonage was named 
e WW Rodrigo Sanchez; a Man, who, ſetting 
adde his talents for chicanery, was more 
. remarkable for his perſonal advantages, 
than for the qualities of his mind. He 
was a ſquare built Man, of a middlin; 
ſlature, with broad ſhoulders, hair that 
| naturally 


86 The Adventures of. 


naturally curled, little ſparkling eye, 
over-ſhadowed with large black eye-brow 
a large aquiline noſe, and limbs, that ni 
cale of need, might have ſupported af 
Atlas. 
We cannot politively ſay whether thetÞ 
ſort of figures, are, in general, ſo dan 
gerous for profeſſed Prudes, as ſome pref 
tend; this is certain, that Mr. Rodrigg 
was an Adonis in the eyes of Donna Men. 
zla, and had the honour, at their firſt in. 
terview, of conquering that averſion 
for marriage, which ſhe was known to 
have always entertained ; nay, he had 
merit ſufficient to excite, in that illuſtri 
ous Lady, a deſire of bearing with him 
the yoke of Hymnen, though the Man was 
only forty years of age, and, to mend 
the matter, an underſtrapper in his pro- 
feſſion. 
If the eyes of this new Adonis, were 
not grateful enough to find a Venus in the 
1 of Donna Menaia, yet the idea of 
ch a marriage was as powerful a motive 
with a man of his ſtamp, as the charms 
of a perſon commonly are with lovers df 
a a more refined compoſition. 
Ever ſince the death of his elder Brother, 
who was a Jeweller, he had been guat- 
dian to his Ni iece, named Mergelna, 90 
rom 
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agom the time of her parent's deceaſe, 
, pollelled a fortune of 100,000 ducats. 
As indifferent as his Niece was in point of 
perſon, ſo much tenderneſs had our At- 
torney for her ducats, and for a long 
time paſt had he ruminated in vain, and 
turned about in his head a project of mak- 
ing himſelf legally maſter of that ſum, or, 
at leaſt, a good part of it; when, lo! the 
paſſion which he had the happinels to en- 
in. kindle in Donna Menzia ſeemed to give 
on WY him a favourable opportunity for ſucceed- 
8 ing to his wiſhes. His Niece, who un- 
ad doubtedly enjoyed a very. pretty fortune, 
li. had already refuſed ſome pretenders, on 
um account of their mean extraction; for fhe 
vas had taken it into her head, once for all, 
nd either to be a Woman of Quality, or to 


10. die a Maid. Mr. Rodrigo, therefore, en- 


tertained not the leaſt doubt of bringing 


re her to whatever he wanted, provided he 


he could but marry her to an Hidalgo ;* but 
of the grand point was, where to find one, 
e who would be as complaiſant as Mr. Ro- 
10 drigo required. The advice given him by 
Donna Menzza's female friend, led him to 

hope that no perſon could be more ſuited 
, to his purpoſe than Don Sylvzo ; who had 


10 The Spaniſh term for a Gentleman. 
been 
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been repreſented to him as a young Gen. f 


tleman very generous, but without an 

experience, or the leaſt knowledge of theif 

world; and who had moreover accuſtom. 

ed himſelf to be governed by his Aunt in 

every thing, He reſolved therefore to try 
his fortune, and derive every poſſible ad. 
| vantage from the amorous Fit of old 
{ | Donna Menzia. In truth, he played the 
| art of a tender Swain, as ridiculouſly a 
could be; however, he diſplayed vivacity 
enough, to perſuade ſo ſenſible a Lady, 
that he was the moſt amorous Man in 
the world. . 

No ſooner was Donna Menzia aſſured 
of her conqueſt, than ſhe began to recol. 
left what ſhe owed to her virtue and to 
her rank; accordingly ſhe played off fo 
many airs, that the Attorney. who was 
extremely deficient in the art of ſecuring 


— — — — , e, 
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Prudes, would have loſt all patience a i 
hundred times, had he not been held in, 4 
by a force ſuperior to the charms of his + 
cruel fair one. His grand conſolation 0 


was, that the Lady found it exceedingly 
difficult, to concealthe chaſte flames which 
preyed upon her; inſomuch, that ſhe 
thought proper to ſhorten! ceremonies ſo 
much the more, as ſhe had no reaſon to 
doubt the exceſs of her lover's * 

She 
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she therefore, at length, conſented to make 
Shim happy, and a double marriage was 


15 | agreed on between the Uncle and Aunt, 
che Nephew and the Niece ; upon which. 
5 the Attorney drew up a contract, wherein 


the intereſts of the two former were not 
* forgotten. | 

Donna Menzia had brought up her Ne- 
phew too well, to look for any contradic- 
tion on his part; but yet the idea that this 
ro fold alliance would derogate from 
* the nobility of the Family, with which 
de had always been highly infatuated, 
gave her ſome degree of pain. For tho 
the ſhining merit of Mr. Rodrigo ſeemed 
well to juſtify the vehemence of her paſ- 
ſion, it would have coſt her very much 
to ſacriſice herſelf to ſuch conſiderations, 
had not the Gentleman (who was a great 
Genealogiſt) led her to hope that he would 
ſoon ſhew her a Pedigree, that ſhould 
prove the family of Rodrigo Sanchez to 
have derived its origin, and to have 
deſcended in a right line from a natural 


Son of Sanchez the Great, King of Caſtile, 
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C HA F. H. 
A Piture, in the Siyle of Calot. 


ON Sylvwo, who had nothing in his 

head, but Butterflies and Green 
Dwarfs, never ſo much as dreamt it pol- 
ſible, that his dear Aunt could think of 
marrying him to a Plebeian of NXetua, 
while all his attention was engaged how 
to deliver his winged Princeſs ;—Not to 
lay, that the Plebeian in queſtion was one 
of the moſt homely W that ever Man 
eſpouſed. 

Great was his furprize, therefore, when, 
before Pedrillo had finiſhed his prepara- 
tions for their journey, he faw his Aunt 
arrive, accompanied by a Lady and Gen- 
tleman, entirely unknown to Don Syluo; 
ſtill more was his aſtoniſhment encreaſed, 
when he conſidered theſe ſtrange figures 
more clolely ; in particular, he was ſtruck 
in ſo extraordinary a manner with the 
young Lady, that he took her at firſt for 
a Monkey in Woman's clothes. Pedrillo, 
who aſſiſted them to alight from the car- 
Triage, had the utmoſt difficulty to refram 
from laughing when he beheld them ; and 
Don 
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Don Sylvio, perfectly polite as he was in 


other reſpects, retreated a few ſteps back- 
ward greatly ruffled, and without obſerv- 
ing what a ſweet ſatisfaction diffuſed itſelf 
over the charming viſage of the dim initive 
Monſter, the moment ſhe had examined 
him. | * , 238 

In ſhort, if Donna Menzia had wiſhed 
to have a Niece, that ſhould not eclipſe 
her own charms, ſhe could have pitched 
4 upon no properer perſon, than this ſame 
W I Donna MPgelina. | 
0 We will juſt attempt a ſketch, and ſee 
K if it be poſſible to convey any Idea of the 
* IWF Subjet to our Reader's imagination. 

She was, then, exattly four Feet 

„ four Inches high, and as many broad, 
A reckoning from one ſhoulder to the other ; 
, the whole To regularly conſtructed, that 
: her head made nearly a fourth part of her 
; entire height ; her neck, breaft, and the 
a reſidue of her body, were loſt ſo inſenſi- 
bb, the one in the other, that it was im- 
« WH poſlible to diſtinguiſh where one began, 
or the other ended. Notwithſtanding the 
enormous length of her chin, her face, 
however, formed a very regular ſquare ; 
for her forehead was exactly as much too 
low, as her chin was too long. Her eyes 


were ſo round, and ſtood ſo far out of 
her 
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her head, that the nickname, which Homer 
has given Juno, ſeems to have been ex. 
preſsly created for Donna Mergelina.“ 
Her mouth was of ſo capacious a ſize, 
that without a ſhadow of fear, you might 
have introduced Prince Tanzat's ſkimmer 
into it, without touching her large teeth; 
and if ever a Poet had thought of making 
her lips the Seat of the Graces, it m 

be owned, the Goddeſſes would have 
found room and a couch there, to have 
enjoyed their paſtimes wich ſome of the 
young Gods of Love. Her noſe. indeed, 
was a little too ſmall, for it was diſlicult 
to diſcover it between her fat hnging 
down cheeks, which were ſomething high 
in bone; however, you mutt be 6b-yed 
to let it paſs for a nole, on accoua of the 
noſtrils that ſtared out betore it. This, 
by the way, was the only thing in which 
nature had ſhewn itſelf niggardly in her 
perſon : But in return, ſhe had a back 
of ſo conſiderable a height, that nothing 
could be added to it. Her ears were 
tolerably long, and her hands and feet ſo 
large, that ſhe might have lived hke an 
amphibious Being either on land or water. 
But that which, in her idea, was ſuffi- 


a Bowris, Ox-eyed, II. I. Lin. 551. et al. . | 
| cieat 
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cient to efface all the abovementioned 
charms, was a neck and boſom; but ſuch 
a neck and boſom, as you ſhall hardly lee, 
eſpecially in Spain; it being indeed very 
white, but of ſo immenſe a bulk, that if 
one had wiſhed to makg a Statue of Venus 
Callipygos,* it would have ſerved as a 
model for a very oppolite part of the 
body. She prided herſelf ſo much in this 
ſpecies of perfeCtion, as to diſplay it with 
a prodigality, which rigid Moraliſts might 

rhaps have treated as ſcandalous, even 
had it been leſs diſguſting. 

As to the colourings, which nature 
had employed to ornament ſuch a Maſter- 
piece, they were, in truth, arranged in ſo 


wonderful a manner, as muſt have puzzled 


aVandyke., Her hair was neither white, 
like that of Ceres, nor brown, like that of 
Venus, nor of a brilliant yellow, like that 
of the Laſs with the Golden Locks ; but it 
was of a fiery red, naturally fo ſhort, and 
lo briſtly, that it mult have tired the pa- 
tence of a Cypaſſts.} Her eyes were of 
a fine light grey ; her forehead and cheeks 
ok an olive colour, heightened by a beau- 


That is, „The white armed.” 
+ © Ponendis in mille Modis perfecta Capillis 
Comere ſed ſolas digna. Cypaſſi, Deas.“ 
| Ov1D. 
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caſion, the good education ſhe had receiy. 
ed; and declared, with many Grimaces and 
Congees, that ſhe was quite ſorry to think 
of the pains which had been kindly taken 
with her: Theſe compliments and diſtor. 
tions of face, were anſwered by the oblig 
ing Donna Menzia, with as many compl|. 

ments and as many diſtortions, A furthe | 
obſervation was made, that the ſtraw. at 
berries were very large, and the cherris i; 
of a delicious flavour; while the nuts and th 
preſerved peaches met with very grea ll 
applauſe. This furniſhed Donna Menu Ni 
with the ſubject of a very learned diller. oc 
tation upon the Art of making Preſerve 
which ſo heartily tired out the Attorney, ¶ al 
that he did all he could to turn the conver-Mto- 
ſation; in ſhort, he burned with impatienœ Yol 
to enter upon the relation of a Suit, then ¶ Au 
under his management; and the moment beſ 
he could cleverly bring it in, the Ladia tho 
were accordingly entertained in the mol 
gallant manner imaginable. 
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c HAP. III. 7 
Dialogue between the Aunt and the Niphew, 


1 IRS. Beatrice ſoon returned to the 
he Parlour, with all Sorts of Wines 


w. and other Liquors ; and while, upon a 
ih fignal from her Miſtreſs, ſhe entertained 
mal the gueſts with her lively chat, Donna 
en Menzia retired into another room with her 
un Nephew, in order to explain to him the 
ler: occaſion of their viſit. | 
vez As her firſt ſalutation, Don Sylvio, 
iy, aid ſhe, © I fee you are dreſſed very fine 
ver-Mto-day; Pray did you know I ſhould bring 
noMyou ſuch agreeable company? — No 
ben Aunt,” replied Don Sylvio, bluſhing and 
gent beſitating, on But — I don't know — I 
die thought —” _ 
nol} There's no need of apologies, Don 
yoo, ſaid his Aunt ; you could not have 
let yourſelf off more opportunely ; I 
= almoſt attribute it to a kind of fore- 
gat,” o ite 6 7 
So ſaying, ſhe fat down, blew her noſe, 
pit ſeveral times, and at-length after a 
ey preambles, and not without bluſhing, 
him. her two-fold deſign of 
F marrying 
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marrying him to the amiable Mergelina; 
and of yielding the right of property in 
her own fair Perſon, to the worthy Gen- 
tleman Rodrigo Sanchez, She did not fail 
to enlarge with Don Sylvio, upon the great 
advantages that would accrue to him from 
this alliance, and gave it as her opinion, 
that he owed her a particular obli. 
- gation, for the great care ſhe had taken 

of his patrimony. | | 
Don Sylvio, however, was very far from 
being ſo pliant and grateful as his Aunt 
had imagined. 'The aſtomiſhment which 
had ſeized him from the beginning of this 
diſcourſe, changed at length into an In- 
dignation, which he had much ado to con- 
tain. He did this violence to himſelf 
notwithſtanding, and, after a pretty long 
pauſe, told his dear Aunt, though with 
leſs appearance of wonder than of anger. 
* I proteſt to you, Aunt, I have no con- 
ception of all you have been ſaying. | 
am hardly eighteen years of age; my 
birth, and the education you have given 
me, require me ſhortly to quit this idle 
ruſtic kind of Life, and ſeek a ſuitable 
fortune through a Series of Adventures. 
It is you yourſelf, Madam, who have in 
ſpired me with theſe Sentiments ; and now, 
all on a ſudden, you want me to marry a 
petty 
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petty Citizen of Xelva ; a Woman, whoſe 
deformity, and perſonal defects might well 
ſtagger the greedieſt Fortune- hunter upon 
Earth“; not to mention that I muſt be 
obliged to confine myſelf for my whole 
life, in this miſerable Village, to hide from 
every eye my milery and ſhame.” 

** Nephew, cried Donna Menzia, you 
forget the reſpect which you owe me, and 
I confels I had expected more obedience 

* Obedience from me ? (interrupted 
Don Sylvio briſkly) when you want to 
chain me to a Monſter, that would make 
me deſpiſe the greateſt Dangers, were 1t 
only to avoid the fight of her!” 

Why, truly, replied Donna Menzia 
with a ſneer, we all know you have a high 
Idea of your Beauty; but we won't dif- 
pute upon that head. Donna Mergelng 
by no means deſerves the contempt you 
are pleaſed to expreſs: She is an amiable 
young Creatfre ; and even, if ſhe were 
leſs ſo, the offer of an hundred thouſand 
Ducats is not a matter for a poor Coun- 
try Gentleman, with hardly an income 
of an hundred Piſtoles, to reject with ſo 


much haughtineſs.” 


'In the original, Den geldgierigſten Harpax. | 
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4 Madam, replied Don Sylvio, with a 
little more compolure, you have not been 
long uſed to eſtimate the worth of a Gen- 
tleman by his Income: and if an hundred 
thoufand ducats have not been able ſo to 
faſcinate my eyes, as to make me think the 

rſon amiable whom you call Donna 
Margelina; let me add, that excepting 
| Heaven, to which I owe my heart, ſuch 
as it is, no perſon in the world but Donna 
Menzia hath taught me to deſpiſe riches, 
when they are to be gained by meanneſſes.“ 

* And, pray Sir, ſaid Donna Menzia, 
in what can thoſe meannelles conſiſt, if 
you marry Donna Mergelina? Though 
her Anceſtors, through misfortunes, may 
have been obliged to conceal their origin, 
which, perhaps, is full as illuſtrious as 
any in the kingdom; (I know what I ſay, 
Don Sylvio) yet Fortune, which has ſince 
been more propitious, hath enabled them 
to raiſe their own Family, and reſtore that 

tendor to ours, which its difgracetul 
Indigence has almoſt effaced . 
Madam, (replied Don Sylvio, his 
countenance glowing with indignation) 
that Indigence is never diſgraceful, which, 
is not brought upon us by our own fault: 
Leave it to me, if you pleaſe, to reſtore 
; bn to my name; I am conſcious of 


ſuflicient 
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ſuſſicient courage to face that -ill- fortune, 
which may now ſeem to condemn it to 
obſcurity. Let Donna Mergelina be noble, 
if you will have it ſo ; but for my own 
part, I aſſure you, that if ſhe were even 
deſcended ' from the Grand Cid, and 
brought me in marriage all the Mines of 
Peru, I would ſtill have nothing to ſay to 
her.“ 

How! (cried Donna Menzia, in a 
tone that might better have been employed 
with a Boy of twelve years old) and ſo 
you will not marry her? — But, Sir, give 
me leave tell you, that you ſhall marry 
her; or you ſhall ſoon ſee, whether Don- 
na Menzia knows how to preſerve that 
authority, which nature, and the will of 
your Father, have given me over you. 
You /hall marry her, I ſay, or ——” 

* None of your vain threatenings, 
Madam! (interrupted Don Sylvio, with 
an air and firmneſs, that a little confound- 
ed the old Lady.) I know the whole ex- 
tent of my duties to you; but I know 
equally well the limits of your aſſumed 
authority, Go, and marry your good 
Man, Rodrigo Sanchez: I ſhall never think 
of troubling my head about it; but, at 
the age I am, permit me to refuſe an en- 
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gagement, which by no means ſuits my 
inchnations.” | 
At theſe words the old Lady, fired with 
rage and fury.” © I hear you (cried ſhe, 
grinding the few old rotten teeth, which, 
like ancient Monuments, ſtuck here and 
-there out of her wide mouth) and I can 
Hee all that ſecret malice of reproach, which 
you wiſh to caſt upon me ; but, Sir, 1 
deſpiſe you, and all that you can ſay of me. 
What, ſhall a Boy of your age know bet- 
ter than I, what is, or is not ſuitable ? 
But, indeed, I am a fool to be thus angry. 
If your underſtanding is not ſound 
enough, to acknowledge the value of thoſe 
pains, which I have taken for your in- 
tereſt ; at leaſt J will not ſuffer your levi- 
ty to make you forego a fortune, which far 
exceeds all that you could ever hope for: 
You are beginning very early to ſhake off 
the yoke, which 1t refts with me either to 
alleviate or to increaſe, as I ſhall find ne- 
ceſſary. For, in one word, Mr. Nephew, 
yeu are dependant upon me, and I know 
how to make myſelf obeyed.” 
Madam, (faid Don Sylva, full of 
choler) your conduct is a ſufficient proof 
that grey Hairs are not always the ſureſt 
indications of Wiſdom, Know then, Ma- 
dam, that I am neither old enough, nor 


yet 
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yet ſo young, as to become a ſacrifice to 
your ridiculous paſſion. I exempt you 
from every duty which the care of my 


fortune may impoſe upon you; and if I 


refuſe your hideous Mergelina with her 


hundred thouſand ducats, by which ſhe 


may think to bribe me, You may believe, 
Madam, that I have good reaſons for ſo 
doing; (for I too know what I ſay, Donna 
Menzia) and be aſſured that under the 
protection which I enjoy, I can deſpiſe, 
m my turn, all the menaces wherewith you 
think to intimidate me, juſt as though I 
were ſtill a little Boy.” 

So ſaying, he hurried out of the Room 
into the Garden, where he trudged about at 
a great rate, foaming with rage, and 
waiting impatiently the coming of his 
faithful Pedrillo. 


— LA — A — 
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Don Sylvio's Conjeftures. He confults Pe- 
* drillo about his Eſcape. 


)JEDRILLO, who, it muſt be con- 
feſſed, was full as curious as talk- 


ative, had liſtened behind the door, and 


F 4 over- 
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over-heard all that paſſed between hi: 
Maſter and Donna Menz:a: Accordingly, 
on ſeeing the former run into the garden 
in ſuch high indignation, he followed him 
very ſoſtly, and met him in an Grove of 
Cheſnut-trees, walking in a great hurry, 
with his hands clinched together behind 
his back, and talking very loud to himſelf. 
In ſhort, there was ſomething in his air 
fo wild, that Pedrillo had not courage 
to accoſt him. Don Syluo, however, the 
moment he perceived him, called to him, 
and ſaid, © I fee thou art afraid of my 
rcproaches ; for if thy ſuperfluous pre- 
cautions had not. retarded us, we ſhould 
have keen far enough off this curſed 
houſe, from whence now, I fear, we ſhall 
not be able to eſcape without the afſiſt- 
"ance of the powerful Fairy Radiante. But 
don't be frighted, my Friend; I know thou 
hadſt the beſt intentions in the world; 
and I am not fo unjuſt as to put theſe 
unlucky events to thy account ; which are 
only the effect, either of my evil deſtiny, 
or of the malice of Enchanters, my ene- 
ad 18 | 6% * Ude 0 Res 
So ſaying, he took him by the hand, 
and led him into a Thicket, where, after 
having ordered him to look about on all 
des, to ſee if they were alone, he ſaid to 


im 
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him in a low voice ; © Liſten Pedrillo, I 
am going to diſcover to thee my moſt ſecret 
thoughts. I am fully perſuaded that that 
old ſkeleton of a Woman, whom you 
faw alight from the coach with the two 
other Monſters, 1s not my Aunt Donna 
Menzia; though at firlt fight, I was dupe 
enough to take it for her. It is certainly 
the wicked Fanfreluche, who has borrowed 
her ſhape, the more readily to fruſtrate 
thoſe plans, which the beneficent Fairy 
Radiante has laid for my Happineſs. She 
has given me certain tokens, which leaves 
me no room to doubt on this head; nei- 
ther can I doubt it ; for this pretended 
Donna Menz:a, in ſpite of her diſguiſe, 
ſhewed me ſomething ſo terrible in her 
eyes while I talked with her, that I have 
never ſeen any thing like it in thoſe of my 
Aunt. In ſhort, (for I cannot now enter 
into particulars) I have no longer any 
doubt upon this matter. Fanfretucke mult 
have heard of the transformation of the 
Green Dwarf ; and in order to- prevent me 
from diſenchanting the Blue Butterfly, 
under the aid of the powerful Radtante, 
the is come here in the form of Donna 
Menzia to force me into marriage; ſuch a 
marriage as I ſhould deteſt, even though 


106 Nie Adventures of 


the object they would have me eſpouſe, 
were as beautiful, as this is hideous.” 
And do you think fo, Sir?“ replied 
Pedrillo, who had liſtened to his Maſter 
with great attention; © To ſay the truth, 
I myſelf almoſt believe you may be right: 
For I obſerved the moment they got out 
of the coach, that all was not natural; 
and now that you have communicated to 
me your ideas, I could venture, Sir, to 
lay any wager, that this Donna Smergelina 
{or what do you call her) is the Green 
Dwarf's Siſter, or ſomething worſe; God 
help us, for in my conſcience, I never in 
my hte ſaw any thing ſo ugly. I am 
lorry we did not, at firſt, look more nar- 
rowly to her feet; but one thing I am 
ture I ſaw, and that is, that her coun- 
' tenance and body were very much. tinged 
over with green ; and then, ſhe had a 
hump back too, and terrible long ears.” 
And yet, with all theſe beauties, ſaid 
Don Slvio, ſhe aſks no leſs than for me to 
marry her.“ 
_ * You marry her—cried Pedrillo, marry 
her?—You! What, you marry ſuch a 
homely puſs as ſhe? Surcly yon mull 
have loſt your ſenſes : Pardon me, Sir, 
for ſaying lo: But I am ſatisfied you! 
never do any ſuch thing. What a Devil 
would 
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would the Monſter be at? Indeed, Sir, 
it would be a very great pity, for ſuch a 
handſome young Gentleman as you, to be 
ſeen in the arms of a frightful Sea-calf 
like that. No, no, Madam Smergelina, 
that will never do by my troth! Troop 
off, prithee, or if you will abſolutely be 
married, take the Dwarf Migonnet; he 
ſuits you far better. Ha! Ha! twould 
be a mighty good match. Whule he was 
adorning his — with a half dozen Lin- 
nets and Goldfinches, as the ſtories go, 
ſhe might ſet off her enormous boſom with 
as many young Porpoiſes laid tumbling 
at full length. Twould be a high ſcene. 
Deuce take 1t ;—ay, well, well! Jo, then, 
we are to ſee theſe Copper- faces ſoon 
married; are not we? They tell me, in- 
deed, that ſhe is prodigiouſly rich; but were 
ſhe even gilt all over from head to foot, I 
would not have her, though I am only a 
poor country Lad. Leſs money and 
more beauty, if you pleale, Madam Fun- 
Jreluche, or elſe go look out for your 
Huſbands elſewhere,” | 

This ſtrange rhapſody, which Pedrillo 
poured forth with much warmth, made 
Don Sylvio laugh, in ſpite of all his efforts 
to ſtifle it: But, finding there was no like- 
lihood of his leaving off, he, at length, 
F 6 interrupteck 
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interrupted him, and ſaid, © My dear 
Pedrillo, the buſineſs in hand is more ſe- ] 
rious than perhaps you may think. Fan- 


freluche is one of tbe moſt wicked and re- { 

vengeful Fairies that ever exiſted ; and ] 

| what is ſtill worſe, one of the moſt power- 2 
A ful. If it be ſhe that returned this even- tl 
| ing, to make me abſolutely marry that 0 
| monſtrous Mergelina.— F p 
| * Adzooks ! Sir, interrupted Pedrillo, C 
| who at theſe words had ſuddenly changed b 
| his mind; if my Lady your Aunt is not \ 
| your Aunt, as you have been telling me, tl 
| waut on the contrary, is that ſame curſed ſe 
= -. Fanfreluche ; then, Heavens defend us; tc 
| : for what would you have us do againſt p 
| | witches and ſpirits.” a 
Hear me, my Friend Pedrillo, ſaid th 

| Don Sylvio; the only way left us, is to W 
| decamp this very night.“ G 
How, this night ? cried Pedrillo in a- ag 

Z gitation oh Sir, don't think of it: the night fu 
is no body's Friend, and in ſuch Circum- th 

ſtances, do you ſee, 1 would not ſet a m 

foot out of doors, if you'd give me as ye 

many Doubloons as 1 have hairs upon H 

my head. Let me die, if we ſhould not co 

0 meet with thouſands of Spirits, Dragons th 


and Porcupines to ſtop up the way every th 
| - ſtep m 
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flep we trod. I beg of you, dear Sir, 
Don Sylvio, 8 

* Have done with your idle tittle rattle, 
ſaid Don Sylvio; have I not about me the 
Portrait of my Miſtreſs, whoſe aſpect 
alone 1s more than ſufficient to Ton all 
the Monſters in Africa at a reſpectable 
diſtance ; and has not the Fairy Radiante 
promiſed us her ſuccour in every exigen- 
cy? We have every appearance of its 
being a fine night ; and even though the 
Moon did not ſhine a jot, I am in hopes, 
that the Fairy, in caſe of neceſſity, will 
ſend us one or more of her Salamanders 
to light us along, and guard us from the 
perſecutions of the Fairy Fanfreluche. In 
a word, Friend Pedrillo, if thou loveſt me, 
thou wilt affiſt me in my deſigns; for if 
we negle& this opportunity of eſcaping, 
God knows whether we may ever find it 
again. Be aſſured, I will not be ungrate- 
ful. I am not fond of promiſing more 
than I know how to perform ; but the 
moment | have found out my Princeſs, 
you may reckon your fortune made. 
However, in cafe you do not chule to ac- 
company me, I aſſure you, I would ra- 
ther go quite alone, and ſuffer death a 
thouſand times, than conſent to paſs one 


night more in this curſed Caſtle,” 
Pedrillo, 


- — 
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Pedrillo, notwithſtanding all his coward. 


ice, was yet as honeſt a Lad as any in the, 


world. The tears came into his eyes, 
when he heard theſe words from his Mal- 
ter: he therefore determined to follow 
him, in ſpſte of all the Spirits and Fan- 


frelaches in the creation; even though he 


ſhould ſet out in the darkeſt Midnight. 


2 * „ 


— 


. 
A walking Party. Don Sylvio's Prudence. 
CARCE had they formed their 


Mealures, when the ſhrill voice of 
Donna Menzia was heard to found at ſome 
diſtance from them. She led her com- 
pany into the garden to take the air. 
'This garden was not over well kept up, 


but its ſituation and the manner of lay ing 


it out, were yet very agreeable. Pedrillo 


had hardly time to hide himſelf behind a 


hedge of myrtles, and then ſlink away 
into another alley, from whence he might 


ſteal out of the garden unperceived; 


while Don Su., kept his feat, till the 
oueſls came pretty near him. 


As, 
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. As, ſetting aſide his whimſies, this 
young man did not want for underſtand- 


„s: he inſtantly bethought himſelf, that 
„dhe better to conceal his intended flight, 
„tit was neceſſary to affect ſuch an air, as, 
F without contradicting too much his late 


. declaration to his Aunt, might keep her 
from deſpairing to gain her point with 
him. | 

Accordingly he advanced towards the 
company with a flow pace, and a counte- 
nance neither quite gloomy, nor altoge- 
ther ſatisfied; mixed, with a good grace, 
in their converfation, and endeavoured 
to ſtifle that great diſguſt and ſecret hor- 
ror, with which the Green Dwarf s Siſter 

« WM inſpired him; an averſion ſo much the 

ſtronger, as the perſon ſtrove to pleaſe 

him, and convince him, in every poſſible 
way, of her high opinion of his taſte. 

The vanity of the beauteous Mergelina 

happily made her amends, for whatever a 

perſon of mare delicate ſenſations might 

have thought inſupportable in Don Sylvro's 
mode of conduct: ſo completely, indeed, 

that ſhe even appeared valtly well plealed . 

with him, though the young Gentleman 

kept himſelf ſtrictly within the bounds of 
the moſt rigid politencſs. —That ſort of 
politeneſs, which cannot be diſpenſed with 

towards 
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towards every ſtranger, and eſpecially 
towards one of that ſex which Miſs Mer. 
gelina ſeemed to belong to. 

As to his Aunt, nothing could be more 
uſeleſs than his fear of her ſuſpecting him 
of ſome ill deſign She knew he was 
ſhort of caſh, and had no ſort of ac- 
quaintance in the whole neighbourhood; 
ſhe had not the leaſt conception therefore 
of his intention to elope, while thus del- 
titute of every neceſſary means ſor that 
purpoſe. Indeed, the tone of voice he 
had oppoſed to hers, and eſpecially, the 
laſt words that eſcaped him m his wrath, 
had a little diſconcerted her. On this ac- 
count ſhe had determined to inform her- 
felf, whether, during her abſence, any 
thing had happened in the Family, that 
could induce Don Sylvio to ule ſo extraor- 
dinary a language. But the neceſſity of 
keeping her dear Don Rodrigo company 
(tor at Rojalva, Mr. Rodrigo Sanchez was 
as good a Don as Guſman) had hitherto 
left her no time for it. Beſides, ſeeing 
her Nephew fo polite to Mergelina, ſhe 
hoped he had at length thought better of 
it; and therefore fuppoſedit could be of no 
uſe to cavil at a few expreſſions, 
which, very probably, might only be the 
effect of a young Man's-haſtinels. 


CHAP. 
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C HAP. VI. 


Don Sylvio is tranſported in an extaſy, to the 
Gardens of the Fairy Radiante : The ſin- 
gular miſtake it occaſions, with its diſag ree- 
able Conſequences. | 


UR little Society, or at leaſt the 
; Ladies who were the ſoul of it, 
found their walk ſo pleaſant, that Night 
came and ſurpriſed them, without their 

even wiſhing to perceive it. 
In fact, that night appeared to be fo 
expreſsly formed to favour Love; it was 
ſo clear and lo agreeable, that the chaſte 
Diana herſelf could not have choſen a 
finer to lull her beautiful Endymion aſleep 
in; nor the Goddeſs of Love, to make 
her Adonzs happy. | | 
The tender Donna Menzia and her 
Fineas, inſenſibly loitered behind, and 
ſtopped in a thick ſhady retreat, very ſnug 
and obſcure. Mergelina, on her part, 
who was no leſs tender, ſqueezed the 
hand of her conductor in a manner, bet- 
ter calculated to expreſs the ſtrength of 
her paſſion, than the lightneſs of her own 
hand; this ſhe did, to extricate our = 
8 rom 
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from a Reverie, in which he, for Tome 
time, appeared quite abſorb d. 
Don Hlrio, who, no leſs than the ref 
of them, was ſtruck with the beauties of 
ſilent nature, which ſeemed as it were 
ſtretched out in ſoft repole, fraught with 
charms delicately negligent, and clad in 
moon-light, as with a robe of tranſparent 
gauze; Don Slvio, I ay, in the height 
ol his extaſy, forgot both where he was, and 
whom he had got by the fide of him, 
He fancied himſelf tranſported into the 
- enchanted Gardens of the Fairy Radiant; 
and that he was walking under arches co- 
vered with etherial jeſſamines, intermingled 
with never fading roles. The Stars ap- 
peared to be ſo many Male and Female 
Salamanders, ſporting and dancing their 
airy rounds in thoſe ſpacious fields of 
azure. The Frogs that reſounded from 
the neighbouring ditches were, to him, fo 
many raviſhing voices,. chanting forth the 
glory of his Princcls, and the felicity he 
enjoyed in loving her. In a word, he 
was ſo beſide himſelf, that at the very in. 
ſtant when the beautiful Mergelina let 
him feel the weight of her hand, be 
imagined he ſaw his dear Princeſs ſtanding 
beſide him. 


How! 
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How ! cried he, all in a rapture; and 
ſhall 1 venture to believe my eyes ? Gods! 
Is it a delufive dream of my impatient 
heart, or do I really behold thee, my 
charming Princeſs? Has then the un- 
bounded paſſion I entertain for thee, at 
length triumphed over the power of a 
deteſtable Enchantment ; and has it at 
laſt reſtored to thee that divine ſhape, 
whoſe dazzing ſplendors ſupply the ab- 
ſent Sun; ſhedding a new and ſtill more 
charming Day over all the Scenes of em- 
belliſhed Nature ?— 

In this ſtrain of the ſublimeſt extrava- 
gance, did Don Syvo run on, telling 
Donna Mergelina things beyond her com- 
prehenſion. However, that did not occa- 
hon her being leſs affected by them : She 


judged at leaſt, by the tone and vivacity 


with which he {poke them, that his diſ- 
courſe muſt be full of animated. ſenti- 
ments; and as ſhe knew nothing of the 
tone of good company, but from Books 
of Chivalry, and high-flown Romances, 
and was moreover greatly prepoſſeſſed in 
tavour of Don Sylvio's education ;, ſhe 
eaſily perſuaded herſelf, that this was the 
very ſtyle in which People of Quality 
made Love. It never came into her heal 
that poſſibly Don Sylvio might be only 
laughing 


* 
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laughing at her, — probable as it might Wh: 
- otherwiſe have been, and muſt have ay. p. 
peared to any body elſe : But in a Girl of ill 
her Stamp, it was very natural for her {Wi 
not to think of this. She liſtened to hin {Ma 
therefore, without attempting to inter- MW 
rupt him, and with greater pleaſure, in N 
hopes that the fine things he ſaid to her Id. 
(and which, indeed, ſhe could very well Nc 
have diſpenſed with) might lead them into ci 
certain explanations, of which a young {WV 
Shopkeeper's Lad in the Neighbourhood, MW"! 
a very anti-platonick Blade, had ſuggeſted 
to her ſome Ideas, in a former private Wo! 
converſation ; Ideas, which undoubtedly e 
were more ſuited to her ardent-wiſhes, than 
| the ſublimeſt declarations of Love. How Id 
ever, not to remain in a {tate of total fu 
inaction, and to haſten the moments ſo Wl © 
much deſired, ſhe began to lean upon ſe 
Don Sylvio in a very tender manner; ſhe 
took him by his hand, and preſt it to her I th 
boſom, which undulated with increaſing i 
rapidity to her chin; and in ſhort, ſhe & 
rolled about her glafly-looking opticks ſo 
prodigiouſly quick, that they became as 
electrical and glittering as a Cat's eyes in 
the night. | 
But whether our Hero's imagination 


was exhauſted by the quantity of inco- 
7 9 herencies 
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hetencies he had uttered to his dear ſup- 
ſed Princeſs, or whether there was no 
1 of iluſion, extravagance or inchantment 


her rong enough to hold out againſt the 
him Waſpect of Donna Mergelina: No ſooner 
ter. N vere they got out of the thicket, and Don 
in ho bad an opportunity of ſeeing a little 


her dearer, than, caſting his eyes upon his 
companion, he ſtarted back with a great 
no cry, and in an aſtoniſhment no leſs terri- 
ble than that of the Princeſs Laidronelta, 
od. MW when, inſtead of an Huſband whom ſhe 
ted N had thought more handſome than the God 
of Love, ſhe found the horrid Green Ser- 

dly ßen entangled in her arms. | 
© Oh Heavens, what do I ſee! ex- 
. caimed he all confounded; what a fright- 
tal ful Metamorphoſis is here! Ah, thou 
ſo WY accuſed Fanfſreluche, and are not the per- 
on ſecutions, which already thou haſt made me 
he MW ſuffer, are not they ſufficient to appeaſe 
xr thy unjuſt malevolence? What have 1 
ng done, that, inſtead of the charming Prin- 
he ceſs, whom I ſuppoſed myſelf embracing, 
ſo thou putteſt this horrible Dwarf, whoſe 
aß W nauſeous embraces without the benefi- 


in cent light of the chaſte Goddeſs Luna, 
might have thus converted me into a 


Monſter, or at leaſt have petrified me, as 
the fight of Medu/a's head once did every 
7 beholder ? 
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beholder ? But think not that I will reſt, 
without taking vengeance for ſo dire an 
outrage. Speak, little Monſter, tell me where 
is my Princeſs ? Thy life depends upon 
thy anſwer. I am aware of thy ridiculous 
pretenſions to my heart; but know, that 
in ſpite of all the Fanfreluches, and of all 
the Green Dwarfs, I will cruſh thee be. 
neath my foot, unleſs thou reſtore my 
Love this inſtant to my arms.” 

Poor Mergelina was thunderſtruck with 
this propoſition. The enraged tone of 
voice and menacing geſtures wherewith 
it was accompanied, ſo terrified her ſpi- 
rits, that ſhe began to cry out with all 
her might, ſo as to bring Donna Menzia, 
and the noble Signior Rodrigo toward 
them, as ſoon as ever the converſation 
would permit them, in which they were 
ſo deeply engaged! | 
It will eaſily be conceived, how much 
they muſt have been aſtoniſhed at what 
they ſaw and heard, at the ſtate in which 
they beheld Don Hlvio, foaming with 
rage, and at the relation given them by 
the offended Fair one, of all that had 
befell her; a relation, which ſhe did not 
. go through without ſhedding a flood of 
tears: In ſhort, they unanimouſly con- 

cluded, that Don Sylvio's head was 9 ; 
8 tp +. | WO, 
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who, on his part, by the harangue which 
he continued to hold on, in the heat of 
his frantic emotion, not a little conduced 


ere 

on oo fix them in their opinion. 

* The noiſe and tumult created by this 

gat Scene, ſoon brought all the domeſticks of 
the family to the place. The ſum total 


was, that Don Hlvio, notwithſtanding a 
ſtout reſiſtance for a time, was bound 
bnd and foot, and cartied up to his 
th chamber . 
of There they undreſſed him, put him to 
bed, and the faithful Pedrillo was com- 
miſſioned to take care of him; mean 
1 WW while Donna Menzia buſied herſelf in her 
„ little Apothecary-ſhop, to prepare for him 
d ſtrong emetick powder ; and the nimble 
n WM Maritornes was diſpatched away in ſearch 
e Jof the Barber, to bleed him. 


g — 2 
'Yl S H A F.. VII. 

| Don Sylvio comes to himſe] J. Converſation 
| with Pedrillo. The adareſs of the latter, 
| 


in order to elude the vigilance of the pre- 
tended Fanfreluche. . 


IO LENI as the fits were, that 


every now and then attacked our 
Hero, 
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Hero, they ſoon, however, went off; 
though the principal cauſe of the evil a 


lodged in that part of the Soul, whoſe 


ſituation is determined by the divine 
Plato, to lie between the lungs and the 
diaphragm. 

No ſooner, then, had he been left alone 
for a few minutes, than he came to his 
ſenſesagain, not a little aſtoniſhed at ſeeing 
himſelf in his chamber, and in bed. 


At length he diſcovered Pedrillo in a 


corner of the room, who, at the firſt 
motion his maſter made, had concealed 
himſelf, in a perpetual jeopardy of his 
falling again into one of his mad fits, 
** Is it thou, my dear Pedrillo, ſaid 
Don Sylvio, (calling him with a gentle 


voice, and ſtretching forth his hand) 1 


thought Thou hadſt been one of thoſe 


that have abandoned me: But thou haſt 


too good a heart to do ſo; nor ſhalt thou 
one day have cauſe to repent the having 
been fo affectionate to me. | 

Pedrillo wept for joy at hearing his 
young maſter talk with ſo much reaſon 
and compoſure, after having ſuppoſed him 
frantick: he teſtified his joy, therefore, by 


the moſt lively exprefſions that came next 


to hand. bi ; 
2 6 I net- 
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'Y © I neither comprehend, ſaid Don 

Ho, what thou telleſt me, nor what has 
been done to me. It is not above five mi- 
nutes ſince I was in the gardens of the 
Fairy Radzante, Queen of the Salamanders: 
Canſt not thou tell me, how 'I came 


hither, and who can have bound me in 


© I this manner? 
0 God help us! cried Pedrillo, 


5 utterly diſconcerted, what are you ſaying 
, about Salamanders, and their Queen, 
t whom you have no more ſeen, than I 
d have ſeen my grandmother ? Don't you 
bow, Sir, what has happened to you? — 


But, indeed, confidering how they have 
uſed you, 1t 1s not to be wondered at, if 
you are fallen into a Syncope. I was juſt 
going to carry my wallet ſlily out of the 
houſe, when I heard a great noiſe in the 

rden; I immediately threw my wallet 
behind a hedge, and ran with all my might 
to ſee what was the matter, for it ſeemed 
to-me as if you was crying out; but I 


x, v” WY” SW re 


_—_— OR 


in a breath, declared (ſaving your pre- 


or to ſpeak more properly, that you 
were mad: Then they all fell upon you, 
and tied you without my having the leaſt 


Vor. I. G take 


came too late. Theſe curſed. people all 


lence, Sir, ) that your head was turned; 


power in the world to hinder it. A plague 
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take the Raſcals! I ſee clearly now that 
all was a he, and that you have your five 
ſenſes as perfect as I, or any other good 
Chriſtian.” 

Hear me, Pedrillo, replied Don 9. 
vo. But firſt of all, untie me thele 
| bands, for I can no longer bear them —If 
3 I had a foreſight this evening that ſome 
C | myſtery lay concealed under the arrival 
of that old woman 'who calls herſelf my 

Aunt, I am now fully aſcertained what! 
ought to think of her. 1 have ſeen fur- 
priling things come to pals, fince thou 
lefteſt me in the garden; But here we 
J muſt only venture to utter it in a whiſper, 
We are not ſafe in this place, and God 
knows what more may happen to us, if 
we do not endeavour to. eſcape from t, 
by a ſpeedy flight.” 
| | | But how will that be poſſible? an. 
1 ſwered Pedrillo, the whole family is ſtill 
4 up, and Madam (the old forcerels l 
1 | mean) will be coming in a moment to 
give you a powder of turpentine, as ſhe 
| calls it.“ 

| What do you y! ? interrupted Don 
Hlxio, a temperate powder? — 
| „ Tet her call it what ſhe will, ſaid 
-Pedrillo; But I know, were J in your 
PlwKkhce, Sir, 1 would not be ſuch a Mad- 
4 9441 man 
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man as to take that powder. No, no, we 
muſt never truſt the wicked. She might 
juſt as eaſily give you Ratsbane, or the 
parings of her nails, as oyſter-ſhell 

wder.” | 125 

Of that, replied Don Sylvio, I have no 

eat fear; But what I am afraid of is, 
leſt they ſhould give me a philtre, to in- 
flame me with love for that ugly dwarf, 
who is either the Daughter or the Niece of 
that old Sorcereſs, 1 know not which of 
the two. But I conjure thee, my friend 
Pedrillo, think of ſome method to en- 


able me to eſcape this night, that ſo I may 


never more behold either the old or 
young one; For, upon my honour, the 
trick they have played me, ſits ſo much at 
heart, that it would be impoſſible for me 

to be maſter of myſelf, if I {aw them?“ 
But pray, Sir, ſaid Pedrillo, after a 
ſhort Reſverie, Don't you think this 
might be a very proper Seaſon for ma- 
dam Radamante to aſſiſt us —If ſhe is fo + 
much your friend as ſhe ſays ſhe is, why 
does not ſhe come to deliver us from the 
clutches of this old bawd? She might at 
leaſt ſend us an atrial chariot, - or Prince 
Hobgoblin's little hat, or ſome thing like it, 
and help us to get off the better. But 
this is juſt the way. of theſe Lords and 
G 2 Ladies, 
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Ladies. When you want nothing they 
promiſe you golden mountains; Let him 
truſt them that will! you may be ſure 
they are not at home, when you have 
moſt need of their aſſiſtance. I will lay 
you any wager you pleaſe, that ſhe won't 


fail to come, when we are once changed 


into Scorpions or Dragons, to pay us her 
compliments of condolance, and throw 
all the blame upon fate, or ſome unlucky 
jumble of the ſtars.” — 

Do not talk ſo, interrupted Don 
Syluio; and doſt thou ſuppoſe then, that 
the Fairies have nothing elſe to do, but to 
hold themſelves always in readineſs to 
receive thy orders, when ever the whim 
takes thee to declare them? When once 
we find ourſelves in ſuch a ſituation, as 
to be at a loſs what to think or do, I am 
perſuaded that Radzante will not then re- 
fuſe me her ſuccours. In the mean time, 
it is our part to attempt even impoſſibility 
itſelf, and to chuſe ſuch means“ 

Huſh, Huſh! cried Pedrillo, I hear 
the old Sorcereſs, ſhe is coming up ſtairs— 
what ſhall we do now ?—Let's ſee—Oh, 
] have it: Turn yourſelf on the other 
ſnle, and make as if you were aſleep ;— 
There, that will do; only ſnore a little, 
and leave the reſt to me.“ 

A He 
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He had ſcarce done ſpeaking, when in 
came Donna Menzia, with the powder, 


and a glaſs of water in her hand. Well, 


ſaid {he to Pedritlo (who ſtepped up to meet 
her, t eading on tip-toe) how is Don 
Sylvio? I did not think it would have 
took me up ſo much time, but 
 * Softly, ſoftly, if you pleaſe, cried 
Pedrillo, in a lov! whiſper; my young 
Maſter has fell afleep within theſe few 
moments, and you know, Madam, one 
muſt not wake the ſleeping Cat. Reſt 
will do him more good than all the 
wders and medicines in the world.” 
„But has he had no new fits ſince you 


have flood by him ?” ſaid the old Lady. 


* No, Madam Fanfreluche, anſwer'd 


Pedrillo, looking ſome times at her fore 


head, then at her feet; He only had—” - 
What did you ſay ! cried Donna Men- 
214; and what was it you called me, you 
tool ! what do you mean by it ?— | 
„Oh! dear Madam, replied Pedrillo, 
all in a tremor, I moſt humbly beg your 
pardon ; it ſlipped from me before 1 
thought; Nothing more eaſy, Madam, 
than to ſay one thing for an other : But 
what I meant, Madam, is that you would 
do well to let my Maſter ſleep on, for, 
not above half a quarter of an hour ago, 
"WY he 
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he called out to me, Pedrillo! ” Sir! 
faid I, hat did you want? © Hear me, 
Pedrillo, anſwered he; I know not how it 
is, but J am as tired, as if any body had 
beaten me all over: But methinks, if [ 
could but fleep a little, I ſhould ſoon be 
better“ So ſaying he turned himſelf 


round, and fell into a doze: Don't you 
hear him ſnore? 


„Ves (ſaid Donna Menzia, after open - 
ing the curtains a little.) Yes, yes, 
he is aſleep. I am very glad to find 
him ſo compoſed. Don't you wake him, 
by any-means: but if he wakes of him- 
jelf, give him this powder: It will cer- 
tainly do him a deal of good. Mean 
time the Barber will be come to bleed 


him, for we cannot uſe too much precau- 


tion in theſe cafes. His ſleeping ſeems 
to proceed merely from wearineſs, and [ 
am afraid the fever will only return the 
ſtronger when he wakes.” 

As to that, Madam, replied Pedrillo, 
I think you may now go to bed very 
quietly, for I am in hopes the worſt is 


over: However, I ſhall take good care 


of him; but as for waking him, it is what 
I will never do, though the Barber of 
Bagdad himſelf were coming. All I can 
allow. him to do, .is to help me watch my 

| Maſter; 
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Maſter ; for if unfortunately he ſhould 
rave again, two people will not be 
more than enough to hold him.“ 

Donna Mz:nzia yielded to Pedrillo's 
reaſoning, and leaving her Nephew's 
chamber, went to conſole the ſtrangers, 
who greatly intereſted themſelves in the 
young Centleman's welfare, with the 
news of his being better. 

„What a terror haſt thou put me in! 
(aid Don Sylvio, the moment they were 
alone together) when wilt thou learn to 
govern that curſed tongue of thine ? 
could ever any thing be more ſtupid and 
thoughtleſs, than to tell her to her face, 
that thou tookeſt her for the Fairy Fun- 


freluche ? " 


“ Don't be angry, Signior, replied 
Pedrillo; for though it muſt be allowed 
| know how to commit faults, yet I 
know alſo how to mend them upon the 
ſpot, and that is no {mall art. It is no 
uncommon caſe for a gooſe to loſe her 
egg; 1 mean, for the Preacher in his 
pulpit ſometimes to ſay . one thing in- 
ſtead of another. But, as I have often- 
times heard Madam ſay, the beſt General 
was he who committed the molt faults, - 
No, no! He who beſt knew how—that 
is, he who, out of his faults—Well, I 
G 4 cannot 
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cannot remember what it was ; bat, 
however, I was ſpeaking about Faults, 


and this threw itſelf in my way ſo very 


oddly ©: 

Why, ſure thou art dreaming, in- 
terrupted Don S,; what devil of a 
Jargon is all this? Thou know'ſt that 
things of far greater importance demand 
all my preſent cares; and yet, haſt 
been dinging me in the ears with thy 
wretched tittle tattle. While I dreſs my- 
ſelf, go down, very ſoftly, and fee if they 
are gone to bed. We muſt endeavour 
to get off before the Barber arrives, or 
otherwiſe our departure will be retarded, 
and then all is over with us.“ 

* Ay, there is the thing, replied Pe- 


* drillo. Maritornes has been gone now 


above half an hour; and if ſhe have 
found him at home, we are not ſure a 
moment but he will be here. 
Courage! ſaid Don Sylvio, (who was 
now almoſt quite dreſſed). Go, and do 
what I bid thee; and when thou findeſt 
every body is aſleep, then go down by 
the little private ſtair-caſe into the garden; 
and wait for me near the Green Caſtle, 
at the loweſt part of the wall, for it is 
pretty well crumbled away there- 
abouts.“ 
„ 60 Ard 
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* And have you your keys then? 
ſaid Pedrillo; —But no, I remember they 
took from you in the garden.every thing 
of iron you had about you; as for ex- 
ample, ſword, knife, keys, nay and even 
your cork-ſcrew ; for fear truly, that you 
ſhould do either yourſelf or ſome body 
elſe a miſchief.” | 

„Well, well, cried Don Hlvio, go, 
and wait for me near the Green Caſtle; 
for we have not a moment to loſe.” 


Pedrillo obeyed, and in leſs than a 


quarter of an hour, Don SHlvio looking 


out of the window into the garden ſaw 
Pedrillo trudging through a long alley of 
Orange trees, which led to the Green 
Caſtle. Don Sylvio was juſt upon the 
point of following, when he perceived he 
had no ſword on. To go in ſearch of 
adventures without a ſword, ſeemed 
to him an unpardonable indecorum: 
Though I have reaſon to hope (ſaid he 
to himſelf) that in caſe of need the Fairy 
Radiante will give me one of diamonds ; 
it would have an air of cowardice, to 
think of availing myſelf only of an en- 
chanted weapon.” At length, however, 
he recollected an old ſabre that uſed to 
hang in an adjacent room, among ſome 
other old iron and pieces of antiquity. 
| G 5 This 
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This ſabre, from its appearance, did not 
ſeem to have been drawn ſince the days 
of Ferdinand the Catholick : The weight too 
of this venerable blade rendered the ne- 
ceſſity of uſing it very diſagreeable to 
Don Sylvio: But as he did not know how 
to manage matters otherwiſe, he armed 
himſelf with it, fully determined at the 
firſt opportunity to exchange it for ſome 
thing better and more commodious. 

The great ſilence that reigned th rough- 
out the houſe, convinced him that all were 
aſleep. He went therefore full of con- 
ſidence ſtrait to the garden, where every 
moment's delay ſeemed an age to Pe- 
drillo, lo great was his fear, leſt the 
ſudden return of Maritornes ſhould dil- 
cover their flight. This, joined to the 
dread of that chaſtiſement which he appre- 

ended on the part of the Fairy Fun- 
Freluche, had driven from his heart every 
other fear. 

But the good Fortune of our young 
knight had removed this difficulty: Ma- 
ritornes, either fearing ſpirits, or being 
unwilling to hazard her genteel perſon 
alone in the night, had permitted her 
lover the groom to accompany her. In 
their way this tender couple had ſuffered 
themſelves to be overtaken by the * 
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of a night ſo ſeducing, as at length to in- 
cline them to ſeat themſelves down in a 
little thicket. What ſhall we ſay more ? 
the opportunity ſo favorable, the lover 
importunate, the fair one weak >—In a 
word, they conducted themſelves as 
Jupiter had often done before them upon 
ſimilar occaſions : The beautiful Mari- 
tornes forgot ſhe was to find out the 
Barber; and never thought of it more, 
till Aurora had awakened her and her 
dear inamorato from their gentle ſlum- 
bers, in that {ame thicket. 
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B O O K III. 


CHAP I. 


The Secret Flight of our Adventurers, A 
Diſpute between them concerning a Tree, 
which. Pedrillo takes for a Giant. 


T was about half an hour paſt mid- 
night, when Don Sylvio, after having 
ſent forth many an ardent ſigh towards 
the ſovereign miſtreſs of his heart, ſet out 
on his Journey to ſeek adventures, ac- 
companied by his faithful and well-fur- 
niſhed Pedrillo. Little Pimpimp, who by 
order of the Fairy was one of the party, 
ES ikipped 
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ſkipped playfully before them, and whe- 
ther by ſimple inſtinct, or the ſecret im- 
pulſe of ſome Fairy, led them the ſame 
road on which Don Sylvio had found his 
Princeſs's Portrait. Pedrillo bad great ob- 
jections to this way, urging that there was 
amuch more commodious path along the 
bank of the Guadalaviar, from whence 
you are gently conducted down an eaſy 
ſlope by the edge of the wood. But Don 
Slvio inſiſted upon having no other guide 
than Pimpimp, whom he began to take for 
a kind of Fairy, or at leaſt ſome rational 
Animal. Accordingly Pedrillo ſaw him- 
ſelf obliged to yield, though moſt violently 
afraid of going through a wood in the 
night, his Imagination making him ſee 
ſpectres in every thing he met: and what 
is ſtill worſe, after having been hardly got 
an hour on their way, the ſky was over- 
ſpread ſo thick with clouds, that they could 
not witbout great difficulty, make out 
their path in the wood, which was other- 
wiſe a very plain one. 
This circumſtance did not fail to put 
r Pedrillo's Imagination into an utter 
confuſion. In a moment he called to mind 
every ſtory about Spirits and Apparitions 
that he had been told from his infancy ; 
every moment he fancied he ſaw ſome- 


thing 
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thing ſuſpicious; trembling as much, and 
perhaps more, than one of Klop/{ock's De. 
vils, at the leaſt noiſe he heard. | 

Why, thy teeth chatter as if thou 
hadſt the ague, (at length ſaid Don Sylvio, 
who had long obſerved his agitation) 
what 1s the matter with thee ?” 

Oh, dear Sir, cried Pedrillo, ſtam- 
mering and catching hold of him by the 
coat; Do you lee nothing then?“ 

Ves, I ſee trees (replied Don Sylvio) 
as well as one can ſee them in this ob- 
{curity.” 2, EY 

Heaven defend us! (ſaid Pedrilo, ſcarce 
able to breath)—and don't you then {ee 
that frightful Giant coming out there,— 
there—to the left hand? ſee how he comes 
np out of the ground! hah, how he grows 
bigger and bigger! one would think he 
holds out more than a hundred arms at 
us: fee where he comes on.“ 

* Why, ſurely, faid Don Sy, thou 
art mad ; open thine eyes again, and thou 
wilt ſee thou haſt taken a Tree for a 
Giant ; thou oughteſt to die with ſhame.” 

Oh Heaven grant this be not ſome: 
thing far worſe: than a Giant (replied Fe- 


drillo) ; A Tree do you call it? Pray who- 


ever yet ſaw a Tree that had arms and 
thighs e? '? | 4 
IH | «© But 


* 
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nas, Al ev aw. weed. ad an wa 3 


— 


Don Sx vio DE ROSAL VA. 135 


* But I tell thee it 2s. a Tree, thou 
r Simpleton, ſaid Don Hi; what 
thou tookeſt for arms are its branches ; 
it ſeems to grow bigger, becauſe the 
ground on which we, are walking 1s a 
little raiſed ; and in the next place it ſeems 
to approach us, becauſe we approach . 
If thou art fo fearful as to take Oaks for 
Giants, 1 ſhauld be glad to know for 
whom thou wilt take the real Giants, that 
we ſhall probably meet with by and by? 
For my own part, I {wear to thee, 4 
all the trees of this foreſt might become 
Giants without exciting in me the leaſt 
fear of them, 
l beg of you, my dear Maſter (dad 
Pedrillo) do not talk fo laud ; my hair 
ſtands up upon my head to hear you ſpeak 


at ckis rate. The Giants might take you 
at your, word ; believe me, Sir, one fingle 


Giant might find you ſo much buſineſs as 
to give you enough of it. I beſeech you, 
then, to avoid him, and not to irritate . 
THF; \ poor Lad that I am !— this Devil 
would not concern himſelf to examine 
whether I be innocent or guilty : he would 


cruſh me to pieces juſt as well as you 


ſelf.” 
Ay (replied Don Sylvia laughing), I 
knew very well thou wert afraid only 5 


be tired with thy fooleries? Upon my 
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thy own ſkin: but take courage. The 
Fairy Radiante hath appointed thee my 
companion ; ſhe taketh thee therefore, as 
well as myſelf, under her protection, 
Hold up then, I tell thee once more. If 
every tree in this foreſt were to become a 
Giant, and from every leaf there ſprung 
a little Devil, we ſhould ſtill have nothing 
to fear. But, in one word, doſt not thou 
now ſee, that thy Giant is neither more 
nor leſs than what I tell thee ? we are now 


very near it; and if that is not enough to 
convince thee it is a tree. — an Oak, | will 


cut off a branch of it to give thee a de- 
monſtration.” 


Ah, my good ſweet Sir! (exclaimed 


Pedrillo, catching him in his arms), do not 
ſo, I intreat you, for all the world: let 


that alone, and do not make yourſelf and 
me both miferable by your raſhnels, 


Granting that it were now an Oak, or an 


Aſh; it's enough for me to have ſeen this 


monſtrous Giant with my own eyes. | 


vill not abſolutely ſay a Giant; God only 
knows what it was : but I well know what 


1 ſaw, mind me.—The Devil, God help 


us! 1s very cunning. He can as well— 


And doſt not thou know then Pedrillo 
(interrupted Don Sylvio), that I begin to 


foul 


ww oe Ken © 


me hs OY 219% > © = Cd 


| md A. bd 


n 


Don Sylvio DE ROS AUVA. 137 


ſoul, I think you want to make a Don 
(Quixote of me, and to perſuade me to take 
Windmills for Giants. Mind now, and 
ſee what my ſentiments are of theſe ſame 
Giants.” So ſaying, he drew his ſabre; 
and with one ſtroke cut off a pretty ſtrong 
branch of the tree. 

Pedrillo was at firſt ſo greatly terrified 
at this raſh action, that his fright had 
nearly overſet him; but as ſoon as he be- 
held it was attended with no ill conſc- 
quences, his courage began to revive. 
Signior Don Syluzo (ſaid he), I could 
never have believed you were of ſo de- 
termined a ſpirit : God forgive me! I 
thought you could never have been fl 


enough to have attacked the Devil and his 


Grandmother : but don't let us cry vic- 
tory too ſoon: only ſee whether the 
branch does not ſpout forth blood.” | 
Take it and look; view it thyſelf 
(cried Don Sylvio, holding it to him ;). and 
now confeſs, for once, that thou art the 
greateſt oaf I ever yet ſaw in my lite. 
Tell me, then, where didſt thou pick up 
all theſe impertinent fooliſh notions which 

thou haſt juſt been uttering ?” | 
** Nay, Sir, look ye (replied Pedrillo), 
what I told you is not ſo very ſtupid as 
you perhaps may think. I have read 
many 


ribly frightened, as you: might well ſup- 


out of it at every ſtroke, and good blood 


Well now, and what do you think came 
to paſs? Why, they heard a voice, an 
extremely lamentable voice, come from 


it, which ſaid, that it was the ſoul of 
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many hiſtories in this way; and what | 
has happened, may juſt as well happen 


again: For exampie, I remember this | 


moment a Troyon Prince; I think they 
called him Coridor or Jſidor; for it was 
ſomething with a dor: this Prince was 
changed into a Cypreſs by a Mahometan 
Enchanter ; and when Pope Æneas Sylvius 
ordered this Cypreſs to be cut down ( 
don't recollect why), there came blood 


too, | aſſure you, and as red as any you 
ſhall meet with. The people were ter- 


poſe ; but Pope Æneas, who immediately. 
comprehended there was ſome myſtery in 
it, gave them orders to follow their blow. 


FS eg e. e . 


this fame Jſidor, or what you pleaſe to (r 
call him ; and then it told what had hap- * 
pened to it, and how it had been changed I | 
into a tree by that infidel Enchanter, with- WW af 
out having been able to make itsconfeſſion IF hi 
or prepare itſelf. Then it begged every ch 


good C hriſtian Soul that ſtosd by, to ſay of 
a few dozen Ave Maries, for the ſoften- ei 0 
ing of its pains and torments ; and in ſhort ¶ 07 


went 
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went thro' its ſupplications in ſo affecting 
1 manner, that the Audience all burſt into a 
hot flood of tears.” 

„ Well, Pd illo (faid Don Sylvio, after 
the Hiſtorian had finiſhed his narrative) as 
to this matter, [muſt confeſs thee to have 
had a prodigious ſhare of reading; and 
as for the gift of Story-telling, I'll bet my 
Caſtle and whatever | have beſides, if 
there be either at Salamanca, or in any 
other Village or Univerſity in Sparn, any, 
Batchelor of them all, that can dare cope 
with thee. I defy them all put together, 
to join a Trojan Prince with Pope AIneas 
Slows, called Pius the IId. as you have 
done; unleſs it be in the infernal regions, 
where certainly /Eneas Sylurus cannot be; 
for he was ore of the moſt pious and 
learned Popes that ever yet in the 
Holy See.“ 

* Ay, ſo you are pleaſed to &y, Sir, 
(replied Pedrillo); but, whether you ſpeak 
ſeriouſly or no, I can aſſure you, (though 
I have never ſtudied for it) I am not 
afraid of any body in theſe matters, let 
him be who he will, tho' he were a Bat- 
chelor three times over, or even a Doctor 
of the ſeven Faculties. Tis not above 
eight years ſince I knew all the Stories in 
4 Naſus by heart, as well as the 

Fables 
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Fables in Florian's Chronicles. Perhaps, 
Sir, you would not have ſuppoſed me to 
have ſo much learning ; but let me tell 
you, I had the memory of an Elephant; 
and our old Curate, God blefs him, often 
told my Grandmother, that if I was but 
put to ſtudying, 1 might very like become 
a Biſhop, if pleaſe God; or even, per. 
Haps, a Vicar General: and who knows, 
if my Lord your late Father) had not 
took me into his ſervice, juſt as my 
Grandmother thought of ſending me to 
her Brother's, who was then Church-war- 
den of a Village not far from Toledo, and, 
as many people ſaid, had great intereſt 
with the Archbiſhop; who knows what 
might have come about? But don't ima- 
gine, Sir, for all this, that I mean to ſay 
1 have loſt any thing by the change. There 
is a hvelihood to be got every where; 
You know that I have ſerved you, as it 
were, from your infancy, with all fidelity 
and loyalty; and | am ſure you will one 

day make my fortune, when (God grant 
it may ſoon be) we ſhall have found your 
Princeſs; for tho' you are as noble a 
Gentleman as any in Chriſtendom, I am 
perſuaded however, that you would keep 
your word juſt as if you were only a 
Peaſant.” | 5 


Pedrillo 
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Pedrillo run on at this rate a long while, 
without the leaſt attention from his Maſ- 
ter, who was totally ablorbed by other 
reflections. Pedrillo was loquacious for 
the fame reaſon which excites little chil- 
dren to ſang when it is dark; for his fear 
was ſo great, that he ſweat great drops 
in abundance : Not a Saint in the Ca- 
lendar to whom he did not offer ſome 


yow, if he would but bring him into day- 


light again ſafe and ſound. 


C HA. 1 


Memorable Adventure of the Salamander and 
the Ditch. 


* ſpite of the darkneſs of the night, 
which increaſed every minute, our 
Travellers got on ſo far as to be pretty 
nearly out of the foreſt ; when they per- 
ceived before them a very ſpacious field, 
the fight of which gave poor Pedrillo the 
bigheit tranſport imaginable. He inſtantly 
turned his footſteps thither, and his joy 
conſiderably increxted, when at a diſtance 
he beheld a light, which he took for a 
ben, that there muſt be ſome cottage or 

farm- 
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farm-houſe thereabouts whitherthey might 
retire, and wait for the approach of 
day. 

| But his joy was preſently changed into 
fear and horror, on perceiving that this 
light came near him, and grew. conſider. 


ably bigger as it came. Don Sylvio, on 


the contrary, had no ſooner caught ſight 
of it, than he cried out with tranſport, 
$0 Well, Pedrillo, now I hope you ſee that 
I have not been flattering myſelf with a 
vain hope, in repoſing my confidence 
the aid of the Fairy Radiante. 

* And what then would you have me 
ſee ? demaniled Pedro. | 

Why, ſurely, thou muſt be more 
blind than 7; irefias was, to alk ſuch a queſ. 
tion (replied our Hero). Doſt not thou 
then behold the Salamander there, ad- 
vancing towards us in all the moſt lplen. 
did pomp of an inhabitant of the Em- 

yrean Heaven?” 

A Salamander! (cried Pedrillo) where 

is it, I pray? For I can fee nothing but a 


Will-o-the- * condemned to traverſe 


about theſe places, to expiate the of- 

fences committed during his lite-time.” 
Oh thou Sot N Don Sylvio a 

little vexed , will thy ſuperſtitious 41 


never behold any ing b. but theſe ch 
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meras which thy old hag of a grand- 
mother inherited for her great grandfire, 
and has tranſmitted in ſucceſſion to thy 
ſtupid brain? What thou takeſt for a 
Will-o-the-wiſp is a Salamander, I tell 
thee; nay more, and one of the moſt 
beautiful that ſurround the ſhining throne 
of Fairy Radiante. Doſt thou not perceive 
how the locks of his hair, like curling 
ſun- beams, flow down his neck, that re- 
ſembles the Aurora? Doſt thou not be- 
hold his eyes ſparkling like two ſtars ? 
And canſt thou not diſcern thoſe wings of 
azure ſtreaked with light, wherewith in 
fight majeſtic he cleaves the Æther as an 

immortal Spirit ?” | 
* O good Heavens! Signior Don Sy I- 
v0 (cried Pedrillo, ſtriking his forehead), 
either I am a madman, or you are not 
in your right ſenſes: may I be toſſed in a 
blanket if, notwithſtanding all you have 
been ſaying, I can ſee any thing but a 
little globe of fire, that moves in the air, 
now forwards, now back again, and of 
which I have ſeen hundreds in my life- 
time: you ſhall call it what you pleaſe; 
but for my own part, | have always heard 
lay, that as to theſe Will-o'-the-wiſps—” 
Friend Pedrilo interrupted Don 
Woo", if I did not pity thy ſimplicity, I 
could 
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could be tempted to ſhut thy impudent WJ : 


mouth in ſuch a manner, as ſhould make 
thee remember it for ever. I ſhould have 
thought Mr. Pedrillo might well have re- 
ferred himſelf to me, when the queſtion 
turned upon what is a Salamander or 


what is not. To me, I ſay, who have 


the Fairy Radzante's train. Once more 
then, I tell thee, it is a Salamander, who 
in all probability is charged with ſome 
commiſſion for me; or perhaps he may 
be lent merely to ſhew us our way; 
whatever may be the cauſe, we will fol- 
low him, and wait the reſt with pa- 
tience.” 

« Well then, let it be a Salamander il 
you will (replied Pedrillo); you mult 
certainly underſtand theſe fort of ſublime 
things better than I: You were poſlbly 


1 
I 
c 
a 
ſeen more than ten thouſand of them in d 
it 
h 
I 


born on a Sunday; for they ſay chik 


dren born then can ſee Spirits at high (in 
noon-day.” 4 up 
* What thou haſt ſaid (replied Don ov. 
Sylvio) is not entirely deſtitute of found» ma 
tion. This may be one of - thoſe advan- 713 
tages with which ſome Fairy honoured oye 
me at my birth; inſomuch that the Ee wh 
mentary Spirits, who are commonly im- mo 
per- mig 
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t perceptible by vulgar eyes, are not in- 
viſible to me. 

But if this were fo (replied Pedrillo), 
it would be neceffary that I ſhould ſee 
nothing at all now: according to your 
deſcription of it, this Salamander muſt be 
as beautiful as a Cherubim. Now why 
does he envy me the pleaſure of ſeeing him 
in all his ſplendor, and why muſt I be- 
hold him under that terrible figure of a 
Will-o*-the-wiſþ ?” 

That (anſwered Don Sylvio) is the 
fault of thy troubled Imagination. If 
thou hadſt not an head already filled up 
with theſe Will o- the- wiſps, thou would'tt 
certainly ſee the ſame as | do. Tis with 
ii thee now as to the Salamander who is be- 
ut W come. our guide, juſt as it was before with 
me regard. to the Oak, which thou tookeſt 
ol for a Giant.” — 
ul  < Softly, ſoftly, Signior Don Syloto 
ig (interrupted Pedrillo), pray don't touch 
upon that ſtring; let us. carry the ſpunge 
on over it. I thought one politeneſs de- 
de. manded another; and if I let your Sala- 
mander pals muſter, you might very well 
overlook rny Giant: beſides, who knows 
whether thele two things may not have 
more to do with each other than one 
might imagine; for to tell you the truth, 
the 
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the ground upon which your Salamander 
has led us, begins to become a little plaſhy 
or ſo: I am valtly afraid, leſt he ſhould 
treat us no better than Will-o'-the wiſps 
are uſed to do: theſe wicked Rake-hells 
have no greater pleaſure than to torment 
poor Travellers, and lead them either into 
a ditch or a bog.” _ : 
Pedrillo had hardly done ſpeaking, 
when Don Sylvio, who went on boldly, 
and followed the pretended Salamander 
with haſty ſteps, ſunk all on a ſudden up 
to the knees in a ditch. The moment he 
heard him ſplaſhing in the water, Pedrillo 
eagerly came to his aſſiſtance, which he 
did with ſo little precaution, that he met 
with worſe luck than his Maſter ; for he 
tumbled all along into the thickeſt of the 
uddle. The lamentable cries which he 
{ent forth, made our Hero afraid that his 
Valet had either put his foot out of joint, 
or broke his thigh ; accordingly he cried 
to him, What is the matter with thee, 
my good Pedrillo ? What makes thee ex- 
claim ſo piteouſly ?” — while he endea- 
voured to drag himſelf out of the mure as 
faſt as poſſible, and as well as the length 
and weight of his ſabre would permit him. 
And where are you then, my dear Maſ- 


ter (cried Pedrillo in his turn, with 3 "yy 
| olefu 
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doleful voice); are you ſtill in your own 
ſhape, or are we now changed into frogs, 
God help us! Methinks already I hear 
myſelf croak, unleſs the terror I am in has 
turned my poor head: —Well, well, and 
ſo it's come to this, is it? Did not [ tell 
you before-hand, that this would be the 
caſe ; now then, will you be kind enough 
for the future to reflect a little upon what 
I fay to you? Where now is this ſame Sa- 
lamander pray, with golden wings, azure 
locks, and ſtarry eyes ? O the Devil take 
him ; for little does 1t concern him how 
we get oufſelves out of this filthy mud.” 

The evil is not near fo great as thou 

_imagineſt (ſaid Don Hluio), and though 
it were ever ſo bad, it ſhall never be laid 
at the Salamander's door. Why did not 
we take care of ourſelves ? He lighted us 
ſufciently ; and if he diſappeared, it was 
only on account of the impertinence of 
thy tongue. 

* Oh don't ſay ſo (cried Pedrillo, who 
by this time had ſcrambled out of the 
bog), Deuce take it ! I think my tongue 
has been ſufficiently puniſhed for it, 
and even more than was neceſſary. I 
tumbled all my length in, and preſently 
got whole mouthfuls of liquor, which 
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had not the taſte of Muſcadel, I can af- 
ſure you.” 

Enough, ſaid Don Sylvio; in an ex- 
pedition like ours, we muſt accommodate 
ourſelves to every thing : but, to tell thee 
ingenuouſly, I myſelf begin to doubt. 
Though I could readily ſwear that we have 
ſeen a Salamander, yet it is not impoſſible 
but our enemies, who dare not ufe open 
violence, may have availed themſelves of 
this ſtratagem, to ſet us againſt the pur- 
ſuit of our enterprize.” 

_ « If I might be permitted to ſpeak, 
ſaid Pedrillo, I very well know what I 
ſhould ſay.” 

And prithee then, what is it thou 
would'ſt ſay?“ | 
Why, that our enemies are not at all 


to blame.” 


And how ſo, Mr. Pedrillo, if you 


pleaſe ?” 

© Becauſe I think we ſeem to have 
been tolerably mad, to travel at this rate by 
right, and in the dark ; to run over hills 
and dales, break our heads againſt the 
the trees and then to tumble into ditches, 
and bury ourſelves in quagmires ; and 


all forſooth for a fine reaſon : namely, 


to fly away from a little purſe of a hun- 
dred thouſand ducats, Which we might 
| | marry 
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marry when we would, without its coſt- 
ing us a farthing more than a little Yes.” 

By what I can ſee (replied Don H- 
v0), the Ditch has made a conſiderable 
change in thy mode of thinking. But, be- 
fore we enter farther into the buſineſs, 
pray be ſo kind as to look into our knap- 
{ack, and take me out a pair of ſtockings; 
for thoſe I have on are ſo wet and un- 
comfortable, that J can bear them no 
longer.” 

„Well, Sir, (ſaid Pedrillo) you {ill 
have more reaſon to be ſatisfied with the 
Salamander than I have; for I am fo em- 
balmed all over from head to foot, that 
it will take me at leaſt a whole day to get 
dry again. Methinks I ſee yonder a little 
riſing ground, where we may cleverly 
ſit us down, and change our linen. You 
ſee now (continued he, opening his wal- 
let) my cares were not ſuperfluous ; we 
might have reſted here with our arms 
acroſs a pretty long while, I fancy, before 
the Fairy would have brought us freſh 
linen. But to return to our buſineſs : —I 
ſuppoſe we are now ſufficiently cooled, to 
talk of our affairs pretty ſoberly. Would 
not it be as well then, Don Hlvio, for us 
to wait here till day-break, and then re- 
turn quietly to the place from whence we 

H 3 came ? 
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came ? It ſeems to me, look ye, as if we 
had undertaken an affair that we ſhall 
never ſee the end of. Upon my credit, I 
had rather look for a needle in a bottle of 
hay, than for a Butterfly in this vaſt Uni- 
veric ; not to mention the inconveniencies 
to which one is expoſed : as for inſtance, 
theſe ſcratches in the face, and bunches 
upon one's head; theſe broken ſhins, 
Giants, Salamander, Ditches, — and all 
this for the love of what, forſooth! for 
the beautiful eyes of a Butterfly! All, by 
St. James, that could have been done, 
even for the fair Hecuba of Greece It is 
true the Butterfly is a Princeſs; but, look 
ye, Sir, (to tell you all I think of the mat- 
ter, for 1 have always becn a very in- 
genuous lad) there is ſtill ſuch a but here, 
as ſpoils the whole affair. A Butterfly 
Princeſs is in truth a Butterfly of diſtinc- 
tion; but, deuce take it, a Princeſs that 
is only a Butterfly, is even leſs than a Pup- 
petſhew Princeſs: for when the Princets 
Tacamahaca or Roſſubarba, with her picked 
chin, tinſel crown, and long train of mo- 
hair worked in mock filver, retires be- 
hind the ſcenes, ſtill we find the genteel | 
Lolotia left, who, take her for all in all, 
is at leaſt as good a Princeſs as the beſt of 
ew, and does not make all this to do. 1 


hope 
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hope you won't take what 1 ſay amils ; 
and fo look you, Sir, as I was going to 
ſay '— | 

" Very well, Pedrillo, very well (cried 
Don Sui; all this goes on wonderfully, 
thou ſpeakeſt like a Cicero; go on, I beg 
of thee; for I am curious to know what 
thou meaneſt to have ſaid, when thou haſt 
done.” 

That you ſhall fee preſently (an- 
ſwered Pedrillo), though I know you have 
a mind to laugh at my expence: but it 
would not be the firit time that an Aſs 
has given good counſel to a Prophet. 
Children and Fools tell truth,” fays the 
Proverb. The upſhot of the whole matter 
1s this, © A bird in the hand 1s worth two 
in the buſh ; and as the folks ſay, Vain 
wiſhes never gave riches.” Tis true, 
Lady Radamante has promiſed you great 
things; but promiſe and pay are two . 
things, ſays John Peretta ; and indeed, if 
you conſider right, it would be juſt as if 
one ſhould make me a preſent of trea- 
ſures that were ſtill to ſeek, without 
knowing where. Let them ſay what they 
will, Sir, would it not be much better for 
us to hold what we have already ? Donna 
Smergelina is a young Lady, which, by 


the way, is no deſpiſable thing: and upon 


H 4 my 
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my conſcience a hundred thouſand du- 
cats is a good round ſum: and if in the 
end there ſhould be ſome few thouſands 
leſs, it will poſhbly be more, Sir, than 
the Principality which your Princeſs ſhall 
bring you in marriage is worth. Beſides, 
if you did but recollect, don't we all 
know who this ſame Donna Smergelina is? 
Why ſhe 1s, at leaſt, certainly the niece 
of the Fairy Fanjreluche ; and though Fan- 
Freluche be as old and as ugly as you pleaſe, 
{till ſhe is a Fairy; ay, and full as good 
a Fairy as another; and at one ſtroke of 
her wand, can turn all the tiles of 
dur Caſtle into rubies, if ſhe chuſes.“ 
All this is vaſtly fine (ſaid Don Sd. 
%); but thou thyſelf haſt granted that 
Donna Mergelina is too hideous to excite 

love.“ „ 0 —_ 
„Well, well, (replied Pedrillo) I grant 
you ſhe is not the handſomeſt in the 
world; and yet, if you obſerved, ſhe has 
a ſomething or other in her countenance,” 
* Yes (interrupted Don Sylvio), as 


much pimple and ſmall- pox as you 


pleaſe.” | 

Ah, Sir, but what is all that to the 

point? Beauty is one of thoſe flowers 
which very ſoon fade; beauty palles 

away, virtue keeps her ground A me 

| ittlg 


* 
Det qa — _ * «a rf nd ends a AS 


Don SyLVIO DE ROSALVA. 133 


little violet has a better ſmell than the 
proud but ſtinking amaranth. Beſides, 
Madam Smergelina is not ſo ugly as you 
make her out. I muſt confeſs ſhe is, as 
one may ſay, tolerably crooked; and, at 
firſt ſight, one might fancy her to have 
red hair; but when you look at it in a 
certain light, it borders upon a roſe- co- 
lour, and really does not at all miſbecome 
her. In ſhort, Sir, was | in your place, 


I would do like the one-eyed man. A 


hundred thouſand ducats ought to ex- 
cuſe us the trouble of paying too nar- 
rowly ; all cats are grey in the night; 
and money does every thing; money 
rules the world ; no penny, no pater- 
noſter: this is my maxim, and I ſhall not 
change it, though all the ſeventy wile 
Maſters of the Eaſt were to prove me the 
contrary.” 

Don Syl:o, who, with the beſt mind 
in the world, was in very good humour 
this morning, took ſo much pleaſure in 
the chat of his prattling Valet, that he 
let him talk vn without interruption. 
Accordingly Pedrillo entertained him with 
a long detail of all the advantages which a 
marriage with the Fairy Fanfreluche's niece 
would procure him : then reckoning up the 


hundred thouſand ducats, and the tiles 


H 5 to 
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to be changed by the Fairy into rubies, 
he preſently built as fine caſtles as ever 
were built in Spam. In a word, by this 
means he had heated his imagination to 
ſuch a degree, as for a good while not to 
perceive that Don Sylvio was fallen into a 


very ſound ſleep. Not being therefore 


Philoſoper ſufficient to purſue a ſoliloquy, 
he at length ceaſed, and, after giving his 
bottle a few cordial embraces, found out 
the ſofteſt bed and eaſieſt poſture, and 
Joon followed his Maſter's example. 


HA F. II. 


In which Pedrillo is very diſagreeably rouſed 


from his Slumbers. 


ONEST Pedrillo was ſnoring his 
beſt, when all on a ſudden Don 
Sylvz0 burſt from a terrible dream which 
had interrupted his repoſe in the moſt 
diſagreeable manner. O thou curſed 
Green Dwarf cried he, ſeizing Pedrillo 


by the throat, give me back my portrait, 
or thou dyeſt this inſtant!ꝰ 


. © Holla! help, help, murder, fire, 


” exclaimed Pedrillo, defending oy 
lc 
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ſelf with kicks and fiſty cuffs, when he 


found himſelf ſo unpolitely rouſed, with- 
out knowing why. 0 


<« It is my Princeſs, whom I demand 
of thee (cried Don Sylvio again) ; or 
elle—— 

„ O by all the Devils (roared out Pe- 
drillo, ſcrambling as faſt as he could to 
get free), is it you, Sir? And is the De- 


vil in you, that you want to throttle me 


ſo by main force? Plague on't, one is not 
ſure of one's life with you!“ 
* How !—what ! (cried Don Sylvio in 


the utmoſt perturbation), is it thee, Pe- 
drillo 2” 


* Yes, ay — with a vengeance (an- 
ſwered the other); tis me indeed, unleſs 
they have . made a changehng of me. 
What the deuce can be the matter with 
you, to fall upon people aſleep in this 
manner? Let me tell you, Sir, if you go 
on at this rate, I am your Highnels's moſt 
humble ſervant ; let them go and look 
for Butterflies that will; you won't eaſily 
make ſuch a fool of me, I aſſure you.“ 

* I know not where I am (rephed Don 
Slvio) : I now ſee with my own eyes, 
that thou art Pedrillo ; but —“ * 

* Oh, cry you ' mercy, Signior Don 

Sylvz0 de Rojalua ; your lervant ! mighty 
I 6 fine 
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tine truly ! You are extremely kind at 
laſt, to allow me to paſs for my mother's 
own ſon; but do you ſuppoſe then that 
all is ſaid and done? Iffaith you might 
have twiſted my neck off, before I could 
have had power to ſee how it was done. 
No pray, only obſerve and ſee how you 
have uſed me! Upon my life, if you treat 
your friends at this rate——But I'd lay 
any wager now, ſome Dwarf, or Sala- 
mander, had a hand in it.“ | 
« Well, well, compoſe thyſelf, m 
dear Pedrillo (ſaid Don Sylvo) gr 1 
very ſenſible I never in my life had any 
intention to hurt thee: and by the life of 
my Princeſs I ſwear to thee, it is incon- 
ceivable to me, how it could have hap- 
pened, that the curſed Green Dwarf 
ſhould have thus eſcaped me, when I had 
him in my power, and ſhould have put 
thee in his place.” | 
„% Why, lock there now; did not I 
tell you ſo ? cried Pedrilo : ſtill nothing 
but that Green Dwarf! Did not I tell 
you before, that the moment we ſet foot 
out of doors, the Devil would bring all 
the Dragons, and Giants, and Dwarfs, and 
Monſters in the Univerſe upon our backs ? 
This will never be the caſe by day-light, 
III anſwer for it. Oh, but, now I call 
| to 
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to mind, Sir, Did not you fay ſomewhat 
about the Green Dwarf? I thought he 
had been changed into a Tooth-pick. Me- 
thinks, under favour of Madam the 
Queen of the Salamanders, ſhe is not very 
ſtrict to her word. God forgive me! I 
know one ought not to think evil of one's 
neighbour ; but upon my conlcience, Sir, 
Il be ſhot if ſhe does not make game of 
ou. 

FPrithee (ſaid Don Slvio very gravely), 
ſpeak with more reſpect of fo great a 
Fairy, or thou wilt one day repent it. I 
tell thee now for the laſt time, that I will 


no longer bear the inſolence of thy licen- 


tious ſpeeches. Before thou had ſt ſpo- 


ken, thou might ſt better have heard what 


hath befallen me. What right or need 
haſt thou to determine before thou 
knowelt the point in hand?“ | 

did not ſuppoſe I was committing 
ſo great a crime "oy ng Pedrillo ſeriouſly); 
I thought I had ſenſe enough to know a 
crab-apple from a quince. People ſhall 
never make me believe what they pleaſe ; 
and, begging your pardon, I am not fo 
great a ſimpleton as I may ſeem to be. Tis 
not five minutes ago you wanted to choak 


me, becauſe, forſooth, you took me for 
the Green Dwarf. Now then I reaſon in 
: this 
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this manner: Either the Green Dwarf is 
a Tooth-pick, or he 1s not a Tooth-picks 
If he is not a Tooth-pick, the Fairy. 
has——you*'know what: but, if he is a 
Tooth - pick, then how the Devil can! 
. reſemble a Tooth-pick ? Now look ye, 


Sir, this is an argument, I hope, that no- 


thing can be objected to; and I could 
only be glad to know how you will be 
able to get over it?“ 

O peaſcods take thee ! ſaid Don 
Sylvw0 ſmiling, what, doſt thou pretend to 
meddle with Dilemmas tos ? If thou goeſt 
on at this rate, nobody will be able to 
cope with thee. However, only allow 
me to ſpeak in my turn, and then we 
ſhall ſee the better how to manage the ar- 
gument.“ 


* — 


CHA P. IV. 


How wonderful are the Effetls of 
Imagination |! 


EDRILLO having promiſed to mo- 
derate the intemperance of his 


tongue, Don r began his fiory in the 
fol- 
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following manner: No ſooner hadſt 
thou fallen aſleep by my fide” — _. 

* Hold there, Sir, (interrupted Pe- 
drillo) for, with your permiſhon, how 
could you know this, when you was aſleep 
long before me, while I watched you?“ 


* Thou keepeſt thy promiſe wonder- 
fully well, faid Don Sy'vzo. Wilt thou 


be Lind enough to let me ſpeak without 


interrupting me? — I fhall never have 
done if I am to anſwer all thy imperti- 
nent queſtions. I tell thee I was not 
aſleep, and let that content thee, — While 
I lay thinking of all that has happened to 
us, I beheld a Spſphad before me.” — 

* A Sylphid “ cried Pedrillo, ſtopping 
ſhort, and ſtaring to obſerve his maſter's 
countenance. 

Ves, a Sylphid (replied our Hero 
with great compoſure), and the moſt 
beautiful too, that ever was beheld by 
mortal eye. Don Syloio (ſaid ſhe), I 
know whom you are ſeeking ; come with 
me, I will lead you to your Miſtreſs; I 


am an old friend of hers; but I cannot 
do you this pleaſure, without having ſome 


intereſt in view.” © Oh, beautiful Sy/- 
had (cried I, throwing myſelf at her 
feet), there is not that thing in the world 
which I would not do for thee, to teſtify 

my 


| 
| 
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£ Ys my gratitude, ſo thou wilt but fulfil thy 


promiſe.” —* What I aſk of you is but a 
trifle (replied the Sy[ph:d); come firſt, and 
ſee your Princeſs ; we ſhall ſettle about 
the reſt. Upon this ſhe took a roſe from 
her boſom, and threw it on the ground : 
All on a ſudden this roſe was transformed 
into a chariot of rubies, in the ſhape of a 
conch-ſhell, drawn by twelve birds of Pa. 
radiſe of incomparable beauty. I ſeated 
myſelf beſide her, and in a few minutes 
we deſcended into a place the moſt de- 
lightful that Imagination can conceive, I 
ſhould never have done, were I to attempt 
to give thee a deſcription of it.” 

* Oh! Sir, ſaid Pedri/lo, pray don't 
let that trouble you; if the deſcription is 
a little of the longeſt, ſo much the better. 
I could willingly liſten to you all day 


without eating a morſel, ſo much do I 


love to hear you tell a ſtory.” 

„% Figure to thyſelf then, continued 
our Hero, an immenſe plain, in which 
the magick of ſome Fairy had collected 
together all the charms ſo boaſted by the 


Poets of Tibur and Tarentum, of The//a- 


lian Tempe, and the delightful groves of 


Daphne; enchanting thickets, ſilver ſtreams 
flowing in wild meanders ; meads em- 
broidered with flowers; walks of orange 


trees; 


——⏑—j mr —. 1A ———_—  —  ———— 
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trees; little Jakes ſurrounded with myr- 
tles; bowers of jaſmin, and roſes of a 
thouſand dyes. In ſhort, every thing that 
can be imagined, in a place conſecrated to 

leaſure and to love. Troops of young 
Nymphs, lightly dreſſed, were ſeen, ſkip- 
ping like fawns amidſt theſe myrtle ſhades, 
or dancing over theſe tranſporting fields 
with the Gods of Love, or bathing their 
ſnowy limbs in grottos, where endleſs 
ſilence reigned.” 

Well, Signior Don Sylv (interrupted 
Pedrillo),. it muſt be confeſſed you were 
born under a very happy conſtellation. 
O brave! long live the Sylphids, fay I; 
why this is quite another thing, from thoſe 
Dogs of Salamander, that are good for 
nothing but to lead one into a ditch ! But, 
pray, why did not you take me out upon 
this ſame party ? But this now is juſt your 
way. When any agreeable ſcheme 1s 
going forward, nobody thinks of me.” 

Patience] continued Don Sylvio; 
no one can be reckoned happy before 
his death,” ſaid the Sage Solon: this ſeems 
to be my lot too, deſtined at every turn 
to experience the fact to my ſorrow. 
Hay ing, then, turned my view on all fides 
of this charming ſcene, I perceived a 
Nymph ſeated in a ſhady bower, _ 

Y cx 
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playing with a Butterfly, that fluttered 
about her, faſtened. by a thread of gold, 
O Heavens! what did I feel, on behold. 
ing this to be my adorable Princefs ; for 
it was the very ſame blue Butterfly that 
we hunted after!“ © And is it thou, 
young Gentleman 'faid the Nymph to 
me, who, under the protection of the 
Fairy A adiante, haſt undertaken to diſen- 

chant the blue Butterfly.“ Yes, beau- 
teous Nymph (I replied, Tis I, ready 
to ſacrifice to you even life itfelf.” —* Nay 
(interrupted ſhe), 1 do not aſk ſo much; 
if thou can'it prove to me that thou art 
Don Sylvio de Roſalva, the Butterfly 1s 
thine.” —Oh ſpeak (returned 1), ſay in 
what manner thou vould'ſt have me 
prove it ; too ſure. am I, that he whom 
thou ſceſt before thee is my own indi- 
vidual ſelf, to ſuffer me to fear that pro- 
bation, whatever it may be. —Shew me 
then the portrait of the Princefs (ſaid ſhe), 
thou muſt have it, if thou art Don Sylvio; 
I require no other proof than that — Ah, 
my dear Pedrillo, how wretched am I! 
where, at that fatal moment, was my Pro- 
tectreſs the Fairy. Rad:ante ? I gave her 
the portrait; but no ſooner had ſhe got it 
in her hands; that I beheld —Heavns, 


how ſhall I have power to tell thee !— 
| With 
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With horror I beheld, inſtead of the 
beautiful Nymph, the Green Dwarf be- 
fore me That little hunch- backed mon- 


ſter could not contain himſelf for joy. He 


leaped up into the air, turned and turned 
the portrait in his hands, gnaſhed his 
teeth againſt me, and then, grinning hor- 
ribly a contemptuous ſmile, he cried, At 
length, then, 1 have what I fo much de- 
fired! Know, thou impotent rival, that 
none but the poſſeſſor of this portrait is 
capable of reftoring to the Butterfly her 
priſtine ſhape. I now have them both in 
my own power, and thou haſt no more to 
hope. Go, and thank the ecſtacy of 
tranſport in which thou ſeeſt me, for ſuf- 
tering thee to eſcape with life. But be- 
ware ; remember what | now tell thee. I 
ſhall mark thee cloſely, and if thou hence- 
forth preſumeſt even to think of thy 
Miſtreſs, thou art a dead man ! 

Figure to thyſelf, dear Pedrillo, the 
rage into which this diſcourſe, and the af- 
pect of that hideous Gnome, holding the 
portrait of my Miſtreſs in his clutches, 
muſt have put me.— I inſtantly fell upon 
him, ſtruggled, fought ; firmly reſolved, 
cither to loſe my life, or tear from him 
that image of my dear Princeſs,” — 

"FW 
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The deſign was good and laudable [ 
(ſaid Pedrillo), but pray what occaſion n 
was there to bring me into the ſquabble, MW ſe 
and that too juſt when throttling was the MW ;; 
word ?” FO 

* That (replied ofir Hero), is what I g 
cannot comprehend :Wl fought the Dwarf, ſit 
as I was telling you; and juſt as Il wa MW 6 
upon the point of ſtrangling him, thy ex. MW or 
clamations and my own eyes ſhewed me, Wi 
it was thou who laidſt ſtrugglng under ¶ be 
my hands. The Dwarf had diſappeared, WW 
and I found mylelf in the ſame place from | 

whence the Nymph had taken me.” w 
| * Well (ſaid Pedrillo), and pray then ¶ < 
4 what became of the Sy[phid ?” 

q * The <yl/phid (replied Don Sylvio), mult WM 4, 
1 have diſappeared the moment we ſet u 
foot to the ground, for after that I far x, 
| no more either of her or her chariot.“ be 
1 * Why this is the devil of a ſtory (cried WI nic 
Pedrillo\, it begun ſo well, that upon my gf 
| | ſoul tis pity it ſhould have ended no bet- ¶ ab 
; ter. But, pray now, might a poor fool WI w 
1 like myſelf only be permitted to aſk you IM N. 
a ſingle queſtion: you really then, Signior, WW fen 
; do believe that all this really happened IF th 
4 to you.” | up 

4 And why not (anſwered Don Sylvi): ¶ ve 


diere is not the leaſt room to doubt it. | 
was 
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was broad awake when all this fell out. 
[ ſaw-it with my dwn eyes; heard it with 
my own ears: I had the uſe of all my 
ſenſes: and therefbre I muſt have been 
awake; and if fo%—— 

„ Ay, ay, that Fa is exactly the quel- 


tion (replied Pedrilg}, I would not po- 
tively ſay ſo much but though you are 
ſo particular and fo odd, as not to ſuffer 
one to ſuppoſe that you might dream as 
well as other good folks; yet I know— 
but however I won't lay it; and yet 1 
think what I think.“ 
Thou imagineſt, Pedrillo, that this 
was only a Dream; I could wiſh it were 
ſo with all my heart. But“! | 
Look ye, Sir, continued Pedrillo, we 

ſhould make a diſtinction in ever y thing: 
when you had the Apparitiom of the F airy 
Radiante, J at firſt thought you had only 
been dreaming, till you ſhewed me that 
nch jewel, and the portrait which ſhe had 
iven you ; and then, indeed, there was 
abſolutely nothing to be ſaid againſt it, 
What the eyes ſee, the heart believes. 
Now, if you could only let me lee a ſingle 
feather of one of thoſe birds of Paradiſe, 
that drew your chariot, I would give it 
up; but, bleſs my heart! what need have 
we of all thefe pros and cons. You have 
the 
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the jewel till and always about you, the 
ſame which you ſaid the Dwarf had ſto- 
len from you. Only look under your 
doublet, and you will again find the Prin- 


Princeſs in the ſame place where ſhe 
uſually is” 


* Oh, a miracle! (cried Don Hlbio, 
finding in reality the portrait on his breaſt, 
where he commonly uſed to put it). Thou 
art right, Pedrillo; thanks to the kind 
protecting Rad:ante, I have it; do but 
lee here! — | 

© Sir, ſaid Pedrillo, for once, methinks, 
you do the Fairy rather too much ho- 
nour ; and Il venture any wager you 
will, though I have nothing to loſe, that 
the Green Dwarf has ſeen the blue But- 
terfly and the Portrait, only juſt as much 
as I have ſeen the Pope. Here, Sir, you 
have been ſleeping, and every thing has 
appeared to you in a Dream; at length 
you waked, and then caught hold of me 
by the throat —O my conſcience, I think 
you might as well have dreamed that part 
of the ſtory, as all the reſt. And | ſwear, 
the next time you are diſpoſed for ſleep- 


ing, I ſball be kind enough to remove 


myſelf at leaſt two hundred yards from 
you. I have no deſire to ſuffer puniſh- 
ment waking, for what a Dwarf ſhall be 

5 WM pleaſed 
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pleaſed to do with you while you are 
aſleep.” 
it might however have been pretty 
difficult to bring Don Sylvio into his com- 
anion's ſentiments concerning this ad- 
renture; but Pedrillo, who for this once 
found himſelf on the right ſide of the 
queſtion, never left of, till he had brought 
his Maſter to confeſs, that he himſelf 
found it hardly poſſible to conceive how 
the Green Dwarf ſhould ſo ſoon be de- 
lvered from his condition of a Tooth- 
pick, At length they both agreed, that 
the whole had been nothing more than an 
lution, which Don Sylvzo immediately 
put to the account of the Fairy Caraboſ/a, 
who, as he aſſured Pedrillo, was an inti- 
mate friend of Fan/freluche and the Green 
Dwarf; and then concluded, that this 
Lady, not having it in her power to hurt 
him immediately, had taken a malicious 
pleaſure in diſturbing his mind, and 
rendering his journey painful and un- 
pleaſant. 

Pedrillo was ſatisfied with theſe reaſons, 
and both of them ſet off walking and chat- 
ting, till the great heat of the day obliged 
them to take ſhelter in the wood, and en- 


joy the benefit of its ſhade, 
e 
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In which the Hiſtory returns to Roſalva. 


HE faithful Azubior of this ſingular 
and, pleaſant hiſtory, finds it abſo- 
lutely neceſſary to interrupt for a moment 
the thread of his narrative, in order to 
inform the Reader of what paſled at Ro- 
alva Caſtle during the above period. 
Poor Maritornes (whom we left 3 
with her faithful Pyramus under the pro 
tection of the Nymphs and Fauns, when 
ſent out after the Barber) no ſooner 
waked than ſhe ſaw day-light appear: im- 
mediately ſhe called to mind her having 
been deputed to find out Maſter Blas the 
Barber; at firſt. ſhe began to. conſider 
what ſhe ſhould have to lay, if they aſked 
her the cauſe of her delay: then not being 
able to hit upon any plaulble reply, ſhe 
fell to tearing her fair golden locks, and 
raiſed ſuch a miſerable outory as preſently 
awakened her Lover, who, demanded. the 
cauſe of this deſpair. * What is that all, 
my little Honey (cried he, as ſoon as ſhe 
had told him the grievance), I'll ſoon find 
you out a remedy. I know Maſter Blas 
very well; he is in love with a certain 


young 
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young girl, a handſome, plump, roly 


thing that lives at a farm-houſe, about 
half a mile from his village. She 1s the 
farmer's own daughter ; and as Blas plays 
well on the guittar, as every body allows, 
there does not a night come, but he 1s 
under her window, thrumming and ſinging 
away, ready to ſplit his lungs. You have 
nothing elſe to do then, but to go to him 
this morning, and tell him that you was 
there laſt night, but could not find him: 
then you ſhall bring him with you, and 
tell Madam that you had expreſs orders 
to ſtay for him, and that you was de- 
termined not to come back, without bring- 
ing him with you, or ſomething of that 
ſort. - But take care now, my little dear 
Marilorne, not to play or trifle with him; 
for, look ye, Maſter B/as is a jolly fellow, 
that loves to make free wherever he can, 


and I ſhould not much like that, not J. 


You underſtand me, don't you ? Pox take 
him, I don't underſtand trifling in theſe 
matters. 

Maritorne, now perfectly conſoled, 
ſpared no pains to aſſure her lover, and 
make him eaſy on this head. The latter, 
on whom the morning had the ſæne in- 
fluence as the evening, convinced her, by 
new proofs, of his tenderneſs, how de- 
ſerving he was of her love and ſideli- 
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thought fit therefore at length Wh 


170 The Adventures of 5 5 Y 
ty; but, apprehending the - ins Tun 


might become jealous of their? Hi 


mſelf 


from her embraces, and betak&* 


very quietly to his ſtables, where, for want 


of better, he commonly repoſed upon 
half-mouldy ſtraw, and a few rags of the 


 mule-coverings, in company with two or 


three horſes, that had more the appearance 
of ſkeletons than of thoſe animals. 
It was near fix o'clock in the morning 


when Donna Menzia waked. The expec- 


tation of that happy epocha (at which, in 
conſequence of the good opinion ſhe cn- 
tertained of her own charms, ſhe flattered 


 - Herſelf with being waked much more 


agreeably) brought to her mind the acci- 
dent that had happened to her Nephew 
the day before; an accident which 
threatened her amorous ardour with a 


very irkſome delay. She therefore roſe 


up, wrapped herſelf in her night gown, 
and haſtened immediately to her Nephew's 
apartment, to ſee how he had paſſed the 


night. She ſtared about her to fome pur- 


pole, as may well be ſuppoſed, not ſeeing 
the leaſt traces either of Maſter or Man. 
After having therefore ſought for him in 
every hole and corner, ſhe aſſembled the 
whole houſe, who were filled with con- 


ſternation at the news of this diſappear- 
N ance 
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ance of her Nephew and Pedrillo. Thoſe, 
who have ever loved as Donna Mergelina 
loved, will be able to repreſent to them- 


ſelves the grief which rent and diſtracted 


her tender heart, at receiving ſuch un- 
expected tidings. Kind, good creature! 
She would infallibly have {wooned away, 
had not her uncle's arms, and her pre- 
ſumptive aunt's Eau de Luce, come in 
very opportunely to her aſſiſtance. No- 
thing was to be heard for a long while 
but groans and lamentations. Mrs. 
Beatrice, who, having long had very 
ſerious views reſpecting Pedrillo, had 
moreover flattered herſelf with holding 
no ſmall ſhare in his friendſhip, was the 
only one who would not believe that 
they had eſcaped. © You will certainly 
find them, ſaid ſhe, in ſome part of 
the garden, or elle in Don Sylvio's green 
Summer-houſe, where he commonly 
palles the morning. 

At this ſignal every one ran into the 
garden, diſperſing themſelves round on 
all ſides; then they made a ſtrict ſearch 
among all the hedges and buſhes, ran- 
{acked the kitchen grounds, and at length 
not finding any body, they began their 


inquiries anew. Maritorne, who with 


the Barber was juſt now arrived, mixed 


herſelf with the reſt of the ſeekers, and 
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carried it on as naturally as if nothing 
had happened. She had likewiſe taken 
the precaution to make ſure of the Bar- 
ber, by certain little inſtances of com- 
plaiſance, with which ſhe thought ſhe had 
not too dearly purchaſed the advantage 
of eſcaping reproach. There was no 
want therefore of people to look out ; 
yet all was equally to no purpoſe. Ac- 
cordingly, after having over-run the 
garden, the grove and park, till noon, 
they at length found themſelves obliged 
to return to the caſtle as they came. 
There Donna Men2:a convoked all the 
company into the great hall, to delibe- 
rate upon an event as melancholy as 
unlooked for. Several queſtions were 
inſtantly brought on the carpet at the 
ſame time: every individual reaſoned 
differently, and formed his own conjec- 
tures ; and as they all ſpoke together, 
the noiſe became ſo great that they 
could not hear one another. At length, 
however, Signior Rodrigo exerted his 

authority fo powerfully, though with a 

deal of trouble, that after a general 

ſilence it was reſolved to hear every 

body diſtinctly, and to talk one after 

the other. Every poſſible expedient, 

every imaginable ſcheme, was preſently 

exhauſted, Firſt, Signior Rodrigo in 


particular, 
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particular, a great diſputant in his pro- 
feſſion, and who had moreover one of 
the fineſt baſs voices in the world; 
then maſter Blas, the Barber, who, for 
the volubility of his tongue, merited to 
be the Dean of his faculty, diſtinguiſh- 
ed themſelves ſo well, that the ſeſſions 
laſted till two in the afternoon. But 
when the time came for putting matters 
to the vote, and then for proclaiming 
the concluſum, a new tumult arole: every 
one maintained his own ſentiment, and 
after Mrs. Beatrice and the Barber had 
put themſelves to all imaginable pains 
to reſtore tranquility and good order, 
they at length concurred in the concluſum 
following; That no one could conceive 
what was become of the ſtrayed ſheep.* But 
as it was now near three o'clock, and 
every body was hungry, it was unani- 
mouſly reſolved, * That firſt and before 
all things, it was neceſſary to dine; and 
that in the enſuing fitting, it ſhould be 
enquired into, What was to be done next 
in this critical ſtate of things? 

Our Spaniſh auther, who, as being in 
the train of a certain well-known mini- 
ſter of his nation, had made a ſtay of 
ſome years in G***, takes the liberty 
on this occaſion, to divert himſelf at the 
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expence of certain {mall republicks, for 
he pretends to have obſerved, that the 
deliberations in Donna Menzia's hall, 
exattly reſembles thole which you meet 
with amongſt them; and that it was 
even a copy of their manner of treat- 
publick affairs. It muſt be confeſſed, 
the anecdotes which he cites are hardly 
calculated to give us any great idea of 
the republican ſtate : but we are to re- 
collect, this is a Spaniard's account of 
things, whoſe whole liberty conſiſts in 
the prerogative of wearing two or three 
pair of large ſpectacles upon his noſe, 
and of fitting at his door crols-legged, 
picking his teeth, and doſing as long, 
and dreaming as profoundly as he 
pleaſes. From ſuch an one we are not 
likely to gain a very exact eſtimate of 
the advantages of political hberty, any 
more than of its inconveniencies. How 
indeed could this ſame man, ſo dazzled 
with the pretended grandeur of his na- 
tion, and of his king, be able to make 
an obſervation like the following, viz. 
That it often requires more dexterity 
to regulate the complicated ſprings in a 
little ſtate, compoſed of freemen, than 
to command half a world of ſlaves ?” 


We all know how far prejudices os 
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be carried, even from the caſe before us, 
and conſequently, if Don Ramzro de Z—, 
imagines that he has repreſented to us 
the ſtate of ſuch little Republicans, in 
this deliberation at Roſalva, we, in our 
turn, might oppole to him certain ex- 
amples drawn from great Monarchies ; 
in which, after a variety of conferences 
and profound debate, the influence of a 
waiting woman, a player, or a buffoon, 
has prevailed over the conſummate la 
gacity of ſcores of men, with large perri- 
wigs and long cloaks, a-la- mode d Eſpagne. 

Be this however as it may, I appre- 
hend no body will blame the Tranſlator, 
becauſe his patriotick ſpirit would not 
allow him to tranſlate a paſſage, which 
the enviers of republican felicity might 
poſſibly have turned to ſome improper 
ule. A regard for our country 1s a 
duty that ought to extend itſelf even 
to our minuteſt actions; and if he only 
can merit the name of a good citizen, 
who is content with the preſent ſtats of his 
republick, we can never blame that horror 
which prevails in little ſtates at every 
thing that can be called Polilical Satire; 
for with good reaſon is that horror en- 
tertained. Far from us, therefore, be the 
ideas of wilhing, though but ſor a mo- 
4 ment, 
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ment, to interrupt that noble repoſe, 
that gentle ſlumber, in which our coun- 
try is buried in this reſpect. Let Don 
Ramiro have obſerved what he pleaſes, 
we {ſhall ſtill wrap ourſelves up in our 
patriotiſm, bite our lips, and fit down 
contented. 


i 


CHAP. VI. 


A Breakfaſi converſation, Don Sylvio's 
Jealouſy. 


OT a little fortunate was it for 
our adventurers, that ſuch wile 
delays governed the deliberations at Ro- 
alva. We left our hero and his faithful 
Pedrillo in a wood, whither they had re- 
tired for ſhelter from the hot noon-day 
fun. They had not proceeded far, when 
Pedrillo, in conformity with the ſenti- 
ment of Aſclepiades and other ſkilful 
naturaliſts, repreſented to his maſter, that 
when folks travelled in a morning there 
was nothing better than to take a good 
breakfaſt, eſpecially if they wiſhed to 
ſecure a ſucceſsful journey. Don Slo, 
having no good reaſons at hand to 4 
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poſe this remonſtrance, Pedrillo choſe 
out a commodious ſpot for them to fit 
down. He then opened his wallet, and 
took out a large pie, which Mrs. Bea- 
trice had brought from Leva, but for 
a very different purpoſe. 

Don't I diſcover in your looks, Sir, 
ſaid Pedrillo, ſome little aſtoniſhment 
at ſeeing this pie. — Oh, that good Mrs. 
Beatrice | Shell make large round O's 
with her eyes when ſhe finds her bird 
is flown. But you ſee now what it is 
to be clever, and keep good company. 
If Mrs. Beatrice had not wiſhed me well, 
we might have been forced to. content 
ourſelves with a bit of bread and a 
handful of ſhabby filberds.” 

And was it ſhe then, that gave 
thee the pie,” ſaid Don Sylvio ? 

No, not juſt ſo neither, (replied 
Pedrillo. But yeſterday evening, ycu 
muſt know, when ſhe went into the 
pantry, ſhe made ſigns to me to follow 
her, and we talked together a good while. 
In ſhort, I muſt own to you, I want to 
ſteal a kiſs of her, for I have always heard 
our old Curate ſay, that giving a kiſs 
was but a venial ſim: ſhe, however, 
turned away her head in ſuch a hu 
that I miſſed her mouth, by at leaſt a 
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foot. But i'faith, it was not very much 
out of luck, for I ſtumbled juſt upon a 
place where her handkerchief was half 
open, and Ill aſſure you, Signior, it 
was ſofter than velvet, and as white as 
the driven ſnow. She grumbled at me 
indeed, as you may ſuppoſe; and I 
think, gave me a little flap into the bar- 
gain; but I ſocn pacified her, for in 
token of reconciliation ſhe gave me this 
piece of ſeed-cake, and then we trifled 
away and chatted together a good while 
longer, for Tis opportunity that makes 
thieves, you know, and Mrs. Beatrice 1s 
not near ſo great a prude as you would 
take her for by her looks. Whatever 
ſhe may make believe, ſhe leves a little 
romping for all that, take my word for 
at. Well, and then ſhe ſhewed me this 
pie, and then ſome other things that ſhe 
had brought from Xelva to treat our 
ſtrangers with. I fixed a longing eye 
upon this ſame pie the moment | ſaw it: 
and now, Sir, only do you gueſs how 
I got at it; you would not have thought 
me fo dextrous, I'm ſure. But mark 
me, Signior Don Sylvio, though I may 
be fimple enongh, I am not quite an 
oaf, and were it to give you a pleaſure, 
J could even go to Rome, God * 
88 , me 
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me! and ſteal the Pope's ſlipper, if it was 


neceſſary. ” 

„Well, but how did you manage it 
then, ſaid Don Sylvio, for certainly ſhe 
mult have taken the key of the pantry 
with her, and put it in her pocket.“ 

© Even fo, anſwered Pedrillo; but 
one finds a remedy for every thing but 
death. As ſoon therefore as every body 
in the houſe was aſleep, I ſtole away 
very loftly to her chamber door, clap- 
ped my car to the key-hole and liſten- 
ed awhile, and, when [I heard her ſnore 
I opened the door gently, and went a tip- 
toe to her bed- ſide; though the room 
was as dark as a dungeon. At laſt, 
however, creeping and groping about, I 
found out the bunch of keys which ſhe 
commonly carries at her girdle, and: 
took myleit off with them very quietly. 
Now then, you know the whole ſecret, 
for as ſoon as I had once ſecured the 
keys, the pie could not long eſcape me. 
Ods bobs! I pocketed away to ſome 
tune; and to convince you that have 
forgot nothing, continued he, lugging a 
bottle out of his knapſack, ſee here! 
Do but taſte this Alicant Wine, and if 
it is not as good as you ever drank, 
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Ill engage to drink nothing but water 
with the geeſe as long as | live.” 

Here Pedrillp made a great pauſe, but 
his grinders were not a whit the leſs idle 
for his not talking. In ſhort, he ac- 
quitted himſelf ſo well, that almoſt be- 
fore you could look round you, the 
pie found itſelf leſs by above a third; 
nor did he forget to pay his hearty and 
frequent reſpects to the bottle, always 
drinking to the health of Mrs. Beatrice. 
This at length put him into ſuch high 
good-humour, that he began to fing and 
whiſtle like a Black-bird, © Huzza! 
_ cried he, lifting up the bottle and turn- 
ing it round and round, long live the 
Fairies and enchanted Princeſſes! Ad- 
zooks, what a pleaſant life is this ſame 
hunting after adventures! But i' faith 
one ought to have a good well- ſtuffed 
wallet too.— 

Well, but how now Signior, what's 
the matter with you? Why you have 
not a bit of good-humour about you. 
You neither eat nor drink; pray what 
ails you? Come, come, deuce take it; 

hang ſorrow and caſt away care; let us 
be gay fo long as we are not married, 
who knows when we ſhall have ſuch 
another jovial batch, "Twill be time 

| enough 


Don SyILVIio pt Ros ALVA. 181 


enough to be ſad when this vadus mecus 
and our bottles are empty.“ 

% My good Pedrillo, cried Don Sylvio, 
thou art in the right to make thyſelf as 
merry as thou canſt ; but don't con- 
cern thyſelf about Me. I am heartily 
pleaſed to ſee thee fo gay; thou wouldſt 
not be ſo wert thou in my place. 

But why not, Sir, and pleaſe you? 
what new gad-fly has ſtung you now ?” 

* Ah, Pedrillo ! replied our young 
knight, how can I forget the great 
diſtance at which I ſtand from the dear 
the ineſtimable object of my vows! 
What obſtacles, oh what inſurmountable 
obſtacles have I not in all probability 
ſtill to overcome? I can aſſure thee, if 
the promiſes of the Fairy Radiante did 
not ſupport my courage, the ideas which 
at preſent diſtract my mind, would, I 
really think, drive me to deſpair.“ 

God, and our lady of Guadaloupe 
preſerve us, cried Pedrillo, how you do 
frighten people! — But ſince theſe are 
nothing but thoughts, why don't you 
drive them away ? Why, pox take it, 
this is juſt what they call plaguing one's- - 
ſelf for mere fun. Look ye, Sir, I am 
hearty and well you ſee; I have no 
cares nor pains, and ſo long as I 2 
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but enough to eat and drink, I'm as gay 
as a lark, and give mylelf very little 
trouble about what to-morrow may bring 
forth.” 

Tell me, I prithee, replied. Don 
Sylro, heaving a deep ſigh, how can [ 
be in good humour, or at all compoſed, 
while my dear Princeſs is wandering 
through the world in the ſhape of a 
Butterfly, which perhaps of all the ſhapes 
in creation, is the molt dangerous for 
my love. 

* Dangerous do you ſay, Signior? 
And pray how can that be? what danger 
can there be in her being a Butterfly; 
for you yourſelf have told me that ſhe 
has nothing to fear from the Crows?“ 

The Fairy flattered me indeed, con- 
tinued Don Sylvio, that the Princeſs 
loved me: but who ſhall inſure me that 
an inclination, which, properly ſpeaking, 
was but the iſſue of a flying moment, 
will retain its hold in her heart againſt all 
thoſe ſnares.” — 

Oh, the plague take all enchant- 
ment , interrupted Pedrillo, are you 
dreaming Sir, or do you know what you 
ſay? How can the ſhape of a Butterfly 
be a dangerous ſhape, or how can you 
be afraid of any ſnares laid for her 2 

While 
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while ſhe continues to be a Butterfly? 


Never ſince the hour I was born did I 
hear ſuch things. O' my conſcience he 
ſeems to have been quite in the right, 
who ſaid, © That to fall in love and to 
run mad, were the ſame thing.” — [ea- 
lous ! — what then, and would you be 


jealous of the Butterflies who might 


poſſibly approach her under that form ? 
Adzooks! what a droll idea! He! he! 
he! why this is juſt now for all the 
world, as if you ſhould turn jealous of 
the fleas ſkipping under her petticoat, 
when ſhe is turned into a real Princels 
again—He! he! he!'— 

Hear me, my friend Pedrillo, repli- 
ed Don Sylvio very gravely, I have ob- 
ſerved a good while that thou art mighty 
deſirous to play the buffoon; but be 
pleaſed to take notice, There is a 


time for all things, and nothing in the 
world can be more diſagreeable than 


people that crack their jokes out of ſea- 
ſon.“ Tell me, haſt thou ever read the 
hiſtory of Prince Litile Page, or that of 
the Prince of the Iſland of Perpetual 
Spring? 
K Of Prince Little Page? replied Pe- 
drillo; no, on my conſcience I don't 
know 
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know him, and it is the firſt time I have 


ever heard his name. ” 


„ Why, then, you know nothing 


about the and of Butterflies neither? 


continued our hero — 

The and of Butterflies did you ay? 
Pray is not that all one, as if one ſhould 
fay, the Aland of winged Caterpillars ?“ 

** Yes, anſwered Don Sylvio, in one 
ſenſe it is. Know then, that theſe But- 
terflies are a ſort of winged Genii, per- 
fectly reſembling in ſhape and beauty, 
the little Gods of Love, or the Syſphes-; 


They are moreover of ſo amorous a com- 


plex ion, but at the ſame time ſo volatile 
and ſo inconſtant, that they are always 
fluttering about from one object to ano- 
ther. No ſooner hath ſuch a Butterfly 
{worn an eternal fidelity to one Fair, but 
he 1s inſtantly upon the wing to tell a 
{econd, ſhe is the fole object of his ardent 
love. In a word, the ſame day, nay, 
often the ſame hour, ſees their flame 
kindling, blazing, burning, and extinguiſh- 


ed]; and ſcarce have they taſted happi- 


nels with one, when in the ſame moment 
their love and their memory evaporate 
together.“ | 
% Well, cried Pedrillo, this. is a droll 
way of making love :— and ſo then, theſe 
Butterflies can talæ? 
« But 
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* But I do not tell thee that they are 
common Butterflies, but a ſpecies of 
Sylphes, who, as a certain Arabian na- 
turaliſt obſerves, are the ſtolen fruit of 
love, between a fair young Sylphide, and 
a youthful Faunus. That ſupernatural 
beauty, that perpetual youth, and ethe- 
rial agility with which they are endued, 
comes to them from their mother's ſide, 
as from their father's they inherit temeri- 


al 


ty and inconſtancy. | 

“% Good lack!—Well, now I call to 
mind—I know now what you are talking 
about, cries Pedrillo. Ay, ay, I have 
ſeen ſome of this ſort of little winged 
boys in the great picture that hangs in 
Madam's coke: you muſt remember it 
too, Sir; it repreſents the loves of Horus 
and Zippora. 

* Thou art forever puzzling names, 
Pedrillo: Thou mean'ſt to ſay, of Zephy- 
rus and Flora. 

“Les, Signior, that is what I meant 
truly; it did repreſent Horus and the 
beautiful Zeppora. She is beautiful in- 
deed, upon my word. I never could. 
have courage to look quite full at 
that picture; for our Vicar ſays, it is a 
ſin to contemplate upon ſuch fort of 
things, —But I know what 1 know ; what 
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peaks for itlelf does not want an inter- 
preter; and between ourſelves, Siguior, 
the good Vicar is not made of the moſt 
baſhful ſtuff, and it would not be much 
amils if he was to begin the reformation 
with his own perſon. Pray now can you 
guels who I found him with by chance 
a little while ago, for upon my word it 
was not deſignedly? — Why, with our 
fat Marilornes, and it was not to rehearſe 
his Breviary, believe me Signior ! I ſhall 


| lay no more, for if it were to be known 


it might make miſchief, and then one had 
better ſee nothing at all. All that 1 
mean by it, Signior, is only that the fact 
is very certain, and that you may take 
me at my word. But I tell you before- 
hand, if you ſhould think of mention- 
ing a word of it, I ſtand to nothing ; 
not a ſyllable, truſt me — if the quel- 
tion was to be put to me, aye or no? 
For, rfaith it is not good to know too 


much about theſe fort of gentlemen, 


You take me, Signior.“ 
But 1 then haſt thou ſcen? de- 


manded Don Sluio. 
Oh no, pardon me, Signior, I am 


aſhamed to tell you, anſwered Pedrillo. 
As it was Maritornes *twas rather too 
much ; but if it had been Mrs. Beatrice— 
Enough, 
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Enough, enough, ſaid Don Sylvio 
bluſhing, I don't want to know any 
more. But what did'ſt thou mean about 
the picture?“ | 

Ay, true, about the picture: Why, 
if I remember right, — Yes, tis fo: —I 
told you, mind me, and I'm a rogue if 
it is not true, that I never could find 
courage to look ſteadfaſtly at it. How- 
ever, I juſt ſaw that it ſeems to repre- 
ſent her a bathing. Only fancy to your- 
ſelf then, that ſhe thought herſelf alone, 
and that it was in the heat of ſummer. 
In ſhort, ſhe is as naked as the back of 
my hand, and then look ye, there 1s her 
lover Horus, ſitting upon a cloud, look- 
ing at her as earneſt as if he could eat 
her up with his eyes; and then comes a 
vaſt fight of theſe little boys with Butter- 
flies wings, fluttering about her, and ſcat- 
tering roles.” 

* Good, interrupted Don Sylvio; but 
thou muſt know, that by the power of 
an enchantment, under which they are 
held by love, whoſe indignation they 
have brought upon them, theſe Butter- 
flies loſe their ſhape as ſoon as they raiſe 
themſelves above the iſland where they 
were born, In ſhort, they become wing- 


ed Caterpillars, or at leaſt appear fo, be- 
caule 
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cauſe nothing of their former ſhape re. 
mains but their wings. Under this ſhape 
then they mix themſelves among the true 
Butterflies, and enjoy at pleaſure certain 
privileges, which even a veſtal could not 
find 1t difficult to grant to theſe little in- 
nocents, not thinking that their irreſiſti- 
ble propenſity to gallantry has already 
often rendered them more dangerous 
under that ſhape than one ſhould eaſily 
conceive. For, as they can talk 

* Talk! interrupted Pedrillo; that 
muſt be very droll if it be true. By St. 
James a Butterfly talk! I could only 
wiſh to ſee one that knew how, and I 
promiſe you I would get as much money 
by it, in leſs than a month, as would buy 
me all Valentza, if the king had a mind 
to ſell it. So then, at laſt I perceive, 
Sigmior, where the ſhoe pinches you. 
Well, truely you are much in the right, 
for o'my conſcience, a Butterfly that can 
talk, and is a Sy{ph too, and before you 
can look round you can change himſelf 
into a handſome young fellow, 1s not a 
matter to be laughed at. There 1s always 
a poſſibility that the princeſs may get 
acquainted with one of thoſe little whim- 
ſical young devils, and then they might 
creep under a buſh together and. be _ 
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able all the live long day; and then one 
word follows another, ſaid the good coun- 
try-girl, and then by degrees they come 
a little and a little nearer each other, and 
then — you underſtand me, Signior ; I 
ſhan't tell you all that might happen after- 
wards. But we are all poor finners ; and 
this poor thing would have nothing more 


to do than to forget, for a moment, that 


ſhe was your miſtreſs, and then we ſhould 
ke fine doings.” 

If I did not know, cried Don Syl- 
mio in a rage, that thou art the moſt 
prating fellow in the world, thou ſhould 
pay me with thy blood for that un- 
bridled licentiouſneſs with which thou 
haſt dared to ſully the virtue of my in- 
comparable Princeſs. 

l moſt humbly beg your pardon, 
dignior, ſaid Pedrillo, retreating ſome 
leps back at every word; I wiſh I 
may be hanged, if I had any ſuch wicked 
ntention as you lay to my charge. You 
make yourſelf angry at every litile word 
ay. Bleſs my foul, One cannot waſh 
acloak without wetting it ; Ods bobs, you 
ether are jealous, or you are not: if you 
ae jealous, you certainly muſt have good 


realons for it; and if you have none, What 


adeuce can make you pretend to jealouly ?” 
a 
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« If I am jealous, as thou art pleaſed 
to call it, replied Don Sylkwo, I am ſo 
only of her heart; not that I feared ſhe 
could be capable of a ſtep which might 
render her virtue ſuſpected. She is 
deſtined for Me; I have the Fairy Radi. 
ante's word for it, and the Princeſs knows 
ſhe can never be othef than mine. [ 
am therefore ſecure of her perſon, and 
ſhould deteſt mylelf, if the leaſt ſhadow 
of a ſuſpicion could enter into my ſoul, 
Our perſon is always in our power, but 
not ſo our Sentiments; another may be 
maſter of her heart, and I myſelf might 
only poſſeſs her beauteous perſon.“ 

May I be burnt, Signior Don Sy! 
v0, if 1 comprehend a ſyllable of all 
you have been ſaying, mterrupted Pe- 
drillo. What can you mean, with your 
Heart, and your Perſon, and your Senti- 

ments, Ods bobs! when I have her 
Perſon I have her Heart, and when J 
have her Heart I have her Perſon too, 
one can't go without the other. Lookye, 
Signior, I don't at all underſtand thele 
fine high-flown notions; but I reaſon in 
this manner, as, for example ; If I had a 
wife that did not love me with all her 
heart, my forehead would itch terrbly 
if ſhe was virtue itſelf, He who has 

Once 
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once got the heart of a woman, d'ye 

ſee — But hark! — what a deuce is 

that? — Huſh, —what a noiſe ! — Don't 
ou hear ſomething, Sigmor ? ”? 

„No; and what doſt thou hear?“ 

© It was a noiſe that came out there, 
on that ſide; juſt there, out of thoſe 
buſhes— *? 

Perhaps it was ſome bird —- “ 

* Grant Heaven, Signior, it may not 
be ſome bird of prey. — I hear no more 
of it now, though: — But what was 1 
ſaying ? — Oh, we were talking about 
your jealouſy; well, and then I told 
you — Mercy on us! there's the ſame 
noiſe again! — Ah, powers defend us! 
what is that which comes there? God 
help us, it is a She Dwarf, Signior; tis 
a Hobgoblin !” 

Silence, thou poltroon, whiſpered 
Don Sylvio, as he ſtood looking to make 
out the object which had thrown Pedrillo 
into fo terrible a conſternation — I ſee 
now what it is; tis a Fairy.“ 

A Fairy, do you ſay? — Yes, truly, 
one of thoſe Fairies that ride through 
the chimney to the Devil's meeting on 
Sundays, mounted upon a pitch fork.— 
A Fairy! yes, tis as much like a Fair 


as I am like the Grand Turk,” 5 
Stop, 
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* Stop, Pedrillo, and do not talk at 
this rate. It is very poſſible this may 
be one of my Fairy friends. The mot 
beautiful Fairies have ſometimes appear- 
ed in the form of hideous old women, 
in order to ſee what reſpe& ſhall be 
paid them under that external ſem- 
blance.” 

„ Ah, now I ſee what it is, cried 

Pedrillo: He! he! he! 'tis a Gypſey, 
Signior, only look at her, that's all. *Tis 
a Gipſy I tell you, no doubt of it, and 
ſhe comes juſt in the nick of time to 
tell us ſome good fortune.” 
Have a care what thou ſayſt, Pe- 
drxillo, ſaid Don Sylvio in a low voice: 
It is a Fairy, I tell thee; at leaſt it is 
pofhble ſhe may be one, and in that 
caſe it is better to take the ſureſt way. 
Let her be what ſhe will, we will treat 
her as a Fairy, and then we can run 
no hazard.“ 2 

During this converſation, the ſuppoſed 
Fairy came up to them. She was neither 
more nor leſs than an old hump- backed 
Fortune: teller, that had her reaſons for 
ſtrolling about the neighbourhood, and 
found herſelf at leaſt as much ſurprized 
as our adventurers could be, eſpecially 
when ſhe perceived a young es" 
, \ : wit 
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with ſo noble an aſpect as Don Hlvio, 
trudging it a foot, and equipped in ſo 
ſingular a manner. 


1 


GHR XK XR VHL 
Adventure with the Gypſey Fortune-teller.. 


S ſoon as the Gypley was come 
near them, Don Slvio roſe up, 
ſaluted her very civilly, and aſked her 
if it were in his power to render her any 
ſervices. 

Saint Barbara ! cried the old hag ; 
what can ſuch a handſome well-made 
young nobleman as you are be doing 
here in the Wood? Surely you mult 
have loſt your way, or perhaps you may 
be in ſearch of — 

„% Aha! Madam Gypſey, interrupted 
Pedrillo, none of your curioſities, if you 
pleaſe; We did not aſk you what you 
was ſeeking after ?!—And pray who told 

ou 

Silence, thou blundering raſcal! 
cried Don Hlvio, caſting at him a look 
full of fury and indignation. You had 
reaſon, my good mother to be ſurprized; 

Vor. I. K but 
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but as, it ſeems, you are not ignorant of 
the cauſe which led us hither —“ 

“ Heigh day! Grandmother, cried Pe- 
drillo, for now the fumes of his Malaga 
had begun to operate not a little in his 
bram; You know how to tell fortunes, 
don't ye ? — Come hither ; look me this 
Gentleman ,in the hand, and tell me 
whether he has got a lucky phyſiogno- 
my?“ 

% I have no need of his hand for 
that, replied the old woman, I ſee. ! 


in his eyes —Ah, my modeſt roſy-faced 


young gentleman, tis but early days 
with you, and yet you already know 
what love 18, I warrant you. Ha, ha, 


ha! you bluſh Sir. Have not I gueſſed 


it now?“ 
Por take ye, you old Goſſip! cried 


Pedrillo; you ſee that in his eyes ? ſo then, 


I ſuppoſe you lee, by the ſame rule that 
the Princels he 1s m love with, 1s a But- 
terfly ; — hey?“ 
A Butterfly ! cried the Gipſey, Hi, hi, 
hi! — very fine, truly! O' my conſcience 
I believe tis a true Butterfly: Has it got 
wings already, my young Squire; Has it 
taken flight, Hi, hi, hi ! 1 have known But- 
terflies of this ſort too; there was a 
time when I kept a good ſtock of them 
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in my cage at Seville, believe me. But 
I fancy from your beating about here, 
that ſhe you are in ſearch of 1s fled 
away.” | 

„% Why, mother, ſaid Pedril/o, one 
would almoſt think you know more of 
the matter than we do ourlelves, But pri- 
thee now, ſince you have ſeen ſo much 
in his eyes, you will ſee more ſtill in 
his hand, —at leaſt they have always told 
me ſo. Give her your hand then, Sig- 
nior, if you pleale: Look me there, 
Grapny ; what do you lay to thoſe 
lines ?” 

# Upon my 6 anſyered the 
Gypley, it is a beautiful white hand. 
Hark ye, my pretty Sir, if you put a 
ducat into this beautiful white hand, III 
tell you ſuch good fortune as ſhall charm 

ou,” - 
da * 4A, ducat! cries Pedrillo, ver y fine 
truly, Grandmother ! Prithee now, have 
not you been drinking a drop too much 
this morning? A Ducat indeed! If you 
had ſaid a Real, look ye, one might poſſi - 
bly have talked with you: — But, in ſhort, 
we want none of your predictions; for, 
d ye leey we know every thing that we 
nced to know.” by 
* Ay, but you don't know all neithe# | 
7 replies the old woman; who knows 
K 2 what 
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what ſhall happen hereafter ? You are 
not yet come to the end of your adven- 
tures, and ſo far as I can fee —-” 

x Here, here's the ducat, my good 
mother, faid Don Sytoro ; f let this chat- 
tering fellow alone; tis an honeſt lad, 
but he does not often know what he is 
talking about: you muſt not mind his 
nonſence.“ 

My dear pretty Sir, ec! the 
Gypley, you are fo kind and ſo oblig- 
ing, that by St. Ignatius, there is not that 
thing in the world I would not do for 
you, were I but what I have been in times 
paſt. There was a time, believe me, 
-when I made no contemptible figure : 
but you ſee, old age will ſteal on in ſpite 
of one's teeth. However, it does not 
hinder me from remembering the day 
when I was called the genteel Gypſey 
girl, and the young gentlemen of Toledo 
diſputed who ſhould give me the firſt 
{erenade. To tell you the truth, I made 
lute and guittar ſtrings dear, and I'll 
aſſure you it rained piſtoles and ſonnets 
for me at the ſame time. 

„ Well, well, ſaid Pedrillo, we don't 
trouble our heads about a few Serenades 
you may. have had a hundred years 
ago, while the devil was a little boy 
and you had all a teeth in yer 
a 


Don SyLvio DE ROSALVA. 197 


head. But to the point in hand, if you 
pleaſe; you have got our ducat, and it 
is but fair we ſhould have your bargains. 
Your hand, Signior — 

* Only one little ducat more, my dear 
Sir, cried the Gypſey, and then I will 
tell you ſuch a fortune, that you could 
not wiſh for a better.” 

„Well, here, ſaid Don Sylvio, hold- 
ding her the ducat in his hand, while 
Pedrillo could hardly contain his choler.” 

* 'Tis a beautiful hand, as I ſaid juſt 
now, a very lucky hand indeed, young 
gentleman: He! he! he! did not I tell 
you now ? you are in love my little ho- 
ney, are not you? Nay, nay, you need 
not bluſh, my good Sir, you are exactly 
at the right age. Ah, that Love is a fine 
thing. Heigh day! how is this? let us 
ſee; you are in love with a {ſweet pretty 
little girl, a charming young maid—” 

* A witch! upon my ſoul, a witch! 
cried Pedrillo; ſhe is a charming crea- 
ture indeed, and as ſmall as a wax doll 
into the bargain,” 

A young lady—very young, but a 
little flighty or Al 1 

* Ay, flighty, indeed, ſaid Pedrallo, 
for ſhe flies it over hedges and ditches 
where the devil himſelf can't follow 
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No matter for that, we grow older 
every day. 1 ſhe loves you 
too.— Ant I right?“ 
O ho, that now is juſt what we 
would wiſh to know, for we have ſome 
little ſuſpicion; or as one may ſay— 

Hold thy prating tongue, cried Don 
Hlvio; can'ſt not be ſilent a moment? — 

** What did you fay ? ſhe loves ano- 
ther, continued the Gypley? O the 
wicked little creature ! love another ? that's 
a pity ; but this is the way with theſe 
young girls. They that do but tell them 
fine things, and 3 and flatter away, 
are ſure to make the beſt of their 
time with them. Yes indeed; ſhe loves 
another! 1'd venture any waper it is one 
of thoſe ſugar-lipp'd Jack-ſtraws, thoſe 
Butterfly things, that fly and buz about 
every flower and never ſtop at any.— 
„ Holla, madam Gypley, ſaid Pe- 
drrillo, obſerving his maſter tum pale at 
theſe words, you tell us more of the 
matter than we wiſhed to know.“ 

** *Tis enough, exclaimed Don Hlvio, 
pulling away his hand ; let. me go, m 
miſery is determined: ſhe hath even re 
it in my hand.“ 

Nay, but what does all that ſignily, 
ſaid Pedrillo, fo long as people can't ſee 
it upon your forehead. — Hark ye, 3 

. am, 
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dam, let us talk of ſomething elſe. Pray 
what do you ſay to my hand? here's 
two reals, and I fancy they Ill make you 


lee fine things.“ 
Upon my word, cried the old wo- 


man, after looking at his hand a mo- 
ment; well, what a {ſtrange planet were 
theſe young people born under! Why, 
I proteſt you are both of you as amo- 
rous as ſo many ſparrows! Out upon it! 
Here are five or ſix wives at firſt fight, 
all upon one line—.” 

* Five or ſix wives? why you are 
raving ſure; , you meant to lay Girls: 
what a devil would you have me do with 
ſo many wives ?” 

* Oh, whenever you have too many 
you may ſhare them with your neigh- 
bours, faid the old woman ; they won't 
die upon 1t, believe me. I hope you don't 

retend to have a pretty wife to yourſelf 
alone. —T faith, I ſee one of them there in 
your hand, who I think bids very fair 
for procuring you ſome friends.” 

* How, what! can you fee in my 
hand the perſon I am thinking of this 
minute ?” | 

* Undoubtedly, ſaid the old woman.“ 

«© Well then, we ſhall ſee. Is ſhe tall 
or ſhort, old or young, plump or thin ? 
Anſwer me that, mother,” 
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« She is neither over tall, nor over 
ſhort— Good !—Nor is ſhe very young 
nor very old — Adſo !— And ſhe is, as 
one may ſay, rather plump than thin, 
Is it not ſo?” . 

God bleſs me But pray how do 
you manage to ſee all this in my hand? 
And ſo then you can ſee thoſe large black 
eyes?“ | 

* Yes, ſurely, and fine black eyes they 
are, ay, and very ſweet and bewitchin 
ones too; yes, yes. Black eyes, black 
hair, and teeth the whiteſt and prettieſt 
that ever mouth was filed with. Now 
ant I pretty near the mark?“ 

Near? a peaſcods take it, why you 
know as much as myſelf. But come—a 
fine boſom, hey.” 

* O yes, that's of courſe. But if the 
taylor had not — 

* How! what do you ſay about the 
taylor. There you are nuſtaken, I pro- 
mile you. No, no, no taylor if you 
pleaſe : no, faith, if that were all the 
difficulty you ſhould foon fee her rank 
with the farſt Infanta in the world, believe 
me. But what do you ſay to her little 
feet, are not they very genteel? do tell 
me. — And then the legs ?—indeed you 


can't ſee them by reaſon of her ap nn 
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but you may truſt me for that; no 
Turner could make em better.“ 

* You are quite right, ſhe is a charm- 
ing little creature by my troth, finiſhed 
from top to toe; but ſo much the worſe 
for you, young man.” 

But why ſo?” 

A fine queſtion that, truly ! You'lI 
know why, I can tell you before-hand; 
you'll know what it is to have a pretty 
wife, ſhe'll only plant ſomething there, 
a little above your eye-brow ; remember 
'twas I that told you: ſhe'll plant ſome 
certain things for you, mind me, I ſhall 
lay no more.“ | 22 

i Nay, s' death, cried Pedrillo, me- 
thinks you have explained yourſelf clear 
enough already. She will plant me ſome- 
thing there indeed: what, you mean to 
ſlay, ſhe will fix horns.” 

vill not poſitively ſay Horns, but 
however, ſomething there will be, - ſome- 
thing that wall ſet your forehead an itch- 
ing, mind me—a few Sprouts or ſo. In 
ſhort, if thou ever haſt a houſe of thy 
own, I adviſe thee to get the doors made 
as high as pollible, for one cannot be 
too careful in theſe caſes. But I am 
loling my time; I think I have now told 
you enough for your money, and you. 
viught to be ſatisfied: buſineſs calls me 
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away. Adieu, my young gentlemen, 
till we meet again.” 
So faying, the Gypfey left them. Her 
departure left poor Pedri/lo in a cruel 
dilemma, and he knew not what to think 
of it. Oh, the devil, cried he, run- 
ning towards his maſter, who had thrown 
himſelf down at the foot of a tree in a 
fit of the keeneſt vexation, if this old 
humpbacked ſorcereſs is not a Fairy, Sir, 
as you ſaid juſt now, it is the devil 
himſelf ſpeaking by her mouth. There 
is certainly forme magick or other in all 
ſhe has been telling. How could ſhe 
know that you was in love with a Prin- 
ceſs, and that this Princeſs is a Butterfly? 
And then, as to Mrs. Beatrice, has not 
ſhe painted her out to me as naturally 
as if ſhe, herſelf had made her?—and yet 
to-day 18 certainly the firſt time ſhe 
ever ſaw us in our lives. What do you 
ſay to it, Signior? for my own part, I 
confeſs to you I ſhould be afraid of 
going mad, was I to think of wiſhing 
to underſtand more of this dark at- 
Tar.” | 
Don Hlvio, abſorbed in the profound- 
eſt meditations, paid no attention to his 
fellow traveller's harangue: at length, 
however, his clamours all of a ſudden 
 Touzed him as from a lethargy. © Hear 
Cds. | me, 
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me, Pedrillo, ſaid he, I will tell you 
my ſentiments of this adventure, and 
I am ſure that I am not deceived, 
But what is become of the old Gypley?” 
* She diſappeared, Signior, I know 
not how. I only turned my head to 
look t'other way, and in that moment of 
time ſhe became inviſible.” 
© Pedrillo, continued Don Sylvio, I 
own to you I was not immediately 
capable of ſapporting the uneaſineſs into 
which the news of my Princeſs's infi- 
delity had thrown me. At firſt this 
circumſtance did not much diſturb me, 
for thy own indiſcretion had dictated it 
to her. But this particular detail of the 
Butterfly, to whom 1 have been ſacri- 
ficed, too ſtrongly confirmed my former 
fears to ſuffer me a.. moment's further 
ace; and yet, ſince I have better re- 
flected on all ſhe faid—for full well do 
I remember every word, joined to the 
tone of voice and look with which ſhe 
ſpoke, I am the more perſuaded that the 
mock Salamander, the Sylphid, with whom 
I travelled in the morning, and this old 
Gypley, are all but one and the ſame 
perſon, and that all theſe apparitions are 
nothing but wicked artifices by which 
my enemies ſeck to divert me from my 
del'gn. In a word, I have not a mo- 
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-ment's doubt of this old Gypley wo- 
man's -being in reality, the Fairy Cara- 
boſſa. One thing is certain; ſhe had 
exactly the ſame figure which hiſtory | 
15 that Fairy, fer ſhe was ſhort, 
hump backed, and had ſquinting, blear- 
ed eyes, and a ſwarthy countenance. 
However, be that as it may, I am firmly 
refolved not to ſuffer myſelf to be ſtag- 
gered by all theſe artful wiles. No, 
divine Princeſs! continued he, with an 
elevated tone of voice, looking at her 
portrait and kiſſing it tenderly—Nothing 
Thall ever make me capable of ſtifling 
that pure immortal flame which thy 
heavenly beauty hath kindled in my 
heart! I will love thee ſtill, how cold, 
inconſtant, or faithlefs ſoever thou may'ſt 
be to me! But whither am I going? 
Curſed be the idea that repreſents thee 
faithleſs, after what the gentle Fairy our 
protector, hath teſtified of thy tender- 
neſs for me! Ah me! perchance at this 
moment thou art loſt in ſome deſart far, 
far remote, whither thy forrows and thy 
deſtiny have tranſported thee! There, per- 
. haps, thou art repoſing thyſelf in the bo- 
ſom of ſome new-blown role, inviſible to 
my ſight, watering it with thy tears, and 
ſighing that J have forlaken thee ! But 
good heavens! could I be baſe enough 
n 2 7 
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to forſake ſuch excellence? No, charm- 
ing miſtreſs of my ſoul, not death itſelf, 
under the moſt terrible form in which 
the cruelty of our enemies could dreſs 
it—not death itſelf ſhould prevent my 
ſhade, animated by deathleſs love, from 
purſuing thee every where, following 
thee through every ſcene of being, and 
without envying the Gods their*{pheres, 
inceſſantly ſeeking in thy breaſt its perfect 
elyſtum!” 

Don Sylvio uttered this pathetick apof- 
trophe with ſuch rapidity of ſpeech, 
and in ſo tender an accent, accompanied 
with ſuch affecting emotions, that tears 
ſtarted into the eyes of poor Pedrillb, 
who had been liſtening with the utmoft 
attention to his maſter, gaping and 
ſtaring at all he ſaw, and unable to 
comprehend a ſyllable of what he heard. 
Upon my ſoul, Don Sylvzo, at length 
he cried, wiping his eyes, You have a 
very ſurprizing gift at melting people's 
hearts. How is it you manage to ſay 
ſuch fine things, and what can it be you 
have got into your head ?—Pox take 
it! if you were a parfon and preached 
in this manner who could help crying 
to hear you ? O' my conſcience, there 
would be tears enow to drown the 
congregation ; I know not what I would 
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not give to be able to keep ſuch things 
in my head as you have been talking 
of, and yet I think I have kept ſome 
of them—luch as the new-blown roles, 
and bofoms watered. with tears, and im- 
mortal ſhadows ; and then you mixed it 
with ſomething about the ſpheres and 
gods, and ſomewhat or other about love 
and St. Elizabeth. I'll be ſhot if I can 
comprehend how you are able to put 
ſuch things together. But to come to 
the point — 

True, true, interrupted Don Hlvio, 
our firſt care ſhould be to ſeek the blue 
Butterfly, Pack up your bundle and let 
us be going. But I ſee here is more 
than one path into the wood. Prithee 
where is Pimbimp? methinks I have 
not ſeen him for ſome hours.“ 

This queſtion was like a thunder- 
clap to Pedrillo, who ſuddenly called to 
mind, that ever ſince the adventure of 
the ditch he had taken no thought of 
Pimpimp. However, not being ſure but 
his malter might look upon ſo great a 
neglect as unpardonable, he boldly aſ- 
ſured him that the dog could not be far 
off. I carried him all night in my 
arms, ſaid he, for the poor little beaſt 


was ſo tired that he could go no further. 


He was here this morning when the old 
. woman 
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woman came — II call him; he cannot 
be far off. So ſaying, he cried out with 
all his might, and his maſler joined the 
chorus. This done, they begun a diligent 
ſearch aſter him, but with juſt as little 
ſucceſs as the Argonauts, when they 
ſought the beautiful Hias, whom the 
N ds had carried off and concealed 
in their Grotto beneath the briny deep. 
Running through buſh, through briar, 
and along the ſhores, Ah Hylas ! Hylas ! 
with ſuch din they cried as made the 
foreſt and the ſhores reſound. In vain, 
for now was Hylas faſt-locked in the 
arms of the moſt beauteous Nymph, and 
neither heard nor liſtened to their cry 
Such was the caſe now, only with this 
difference, that Pimpimp at the time, 
inſtead of the arms of a Fairy nymph, 
found himſelf in the gripe of a vile old 
Gypſey, who, after taking leave of our 
travellers, met with him half dead with 
fatigue hunting for his maſter, and — 
him genteel and pretty, took a fancy to 
him and commenced his guardian, 

Don Sylvio was extremely afflicted at 
this new diſaſter, which damped his 
ſpirits to ſuch a degree as almoſt to 
cool his courage for further atchieve- 
ments. Pedrillo had no great difficulty 
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to perſuade him that the Fairy Caraboſſa 
had ſtolen Pimpimp away: but it was 
not quite ſo eaſy to divert him from a 
thouſand extravagant reſolutions ſuggeſt- 
ed by his deſpair. 

This might poſſibly have been the 
lucky moment for Pedrillo to have made 
his ,maſler the propoſal of returning to 
the caſtle; but ſince his late converſation 
with the paſty and bottle of Alicant, his 
thoughts had, in ſome meafure, taken a 
different turn. At preſent therefore, he 
had ſo little notion of going homeward, 
that he would rather have been ſorry if 


Don Sylvio had hit upon that expedient, _ 


To ſay the truth, Pedrillo always truſted 
to the time preſent; his thoughts. one 
way in the dark, and another in broad 
day-light; his ideas in a foreſt left him 
generally in the open plain, and his 
fentiments, while wallowing in a ditch, 
were prodigiouſly contraſted after a good 
breakfaſt. In this reſpect Pedrillo was 
another Seneca, and the difference be- 
tween him and a Philoſopher, conſiſted 


merely in his not giving himſelf the 
trouble, by force of reaſoning, to form 


his contradictions into a ſyſtem. - Ac- 
cordingly he diſplayed all his rheterick 
to prove to his maſter that there was 
no harm done yet. Pimpimp, ſays 5 
W 
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will find us again when we leaſt expect 
him ; leave him only to Madam Rada- 
mante; who knows what view ſhe may 
have in letting him diſappear ? We mult 
always hope for the beſt, Signior, the 
bad comes ſoon enough of itſelf : and fo 
let me tell you once for all, your friend 
the Fairy, as a woman of honour, 1s 
bound to keep her word, and ſooner or 
later. we muſt have our Princeſs, and 
then a fig for them all, ſay I.” 

This emphatical harangue a little 
ſoothed our diſconſolate hero; and a 
freſh breeze juſt then coming from the 
ſea and bruſhing through the wood, ſo 
tempered the ſultry air that they reſolved 
to continue their journey for ſome time, 
under the pleaſant ſhade of the ſurround- 
ing trees. 


— * 


— — 


G HA P. VII 


Wearied in purſuit of the Blue Butterfly, 
Don Sylvio falls aſleep, ler taking a 
rural repaſt. 

O Hero having no other end in 

this wonderful excurſion, than 
that of catching the Blue Butterfly, it 
will eaſily be imagined that almoſt every 

UY - Butterfly 
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Butterfly he met with on the road dre 
his attention, | 9 
One would have thought, as Pedrillo 
himſelf remarked, that the Fairies Fan- 
Jreuche and Carabgſſa had given the ſignal 
for ali the Butterflies in the univerſe to 
aſſemble and diſperſe themſelves in this 
ſame wood. From every buſh there 
iſſued dozens of them, and our Knight, 
every moment thinking he ſaw his Prin- 
ceſs, took a fancy not to reſt till he had 
caught it. Pedrillo followed him with a 
pox ! and a plague ! at every ſtep, but all 
in vain; nothing would do but to ac- 
company his zealous maſter. | 
At length however, after having courſ- 
ed it like mad folks for two hours, and 
fatigued themſelves till they could hold 
it no longer, they diſcovered that theſe 
curled Butterflies had been only laugh- 
ing at them. They had, indeed, already 
a quantity ſufficient for a complete cabi- 
net collection of yellows, reds, greys, 
flame- coloured, pinked, ſpotted, varie - 
gated, ſtreaked, and peacock- eyed But- 
terfklies: in a word, Butterflies of every 
colour and of every kind, but not one 
that ſpoke or was a Princeſs. 
Signior Don .Sytvio, at laſt exclaimed 
Pedrillo, quite out of breath, and throw- 
ing himſelf at the foot of a tree, I can 
ä run 
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run no longer; -I'wiſh the devil had all 
the Butterflies excepting your Princels, 
and then' we might have ſome hopes of 


finding her; for to tell you a bit of my 
mind,” if Madam Radamante does not 


help- us better than' ſhe has done yet, 


I'll fairly give up the chace.” 

* Pedrillo, my friend, replied Don 
Sytvio, half ſtilled for want of reſpira- 
tion, I am fo tired that I can hardly 
ſtir me: look, I beſeech thee, and lee 
for fome convenient ſpot where we may 
reſt oprſelves ; I'll tell thee my thoughts 
when I have more power and breath to 
Wa Then ons go a few ſteps further 
if you pleaſe, ſaid Pedrillo, unleſs you 


have not ſtrength enough left to walk : 


thither; I fee there's a ſine ſpot upon 
the turf chere behind thoſe ofive trees, 
you may lock all the country round and 
Hot find ſo clever a reſting- place. 

Tas a ſpot indeed, even more beau- 
tifully ſituated than it ſeemed at a di- 


ſtance to pfomiſe; for on one ſide it was 


furrounded with hedges of white and 
yellow roſes that formed a kind of na- 
tural alcove, and where it ſtood open 
you were preſented with the view of 
meadows beſpangled with flowers and in- 
terfeRed by a hundred little ſerpentine 


rivulets 
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rivulets, whoſe borders, . enriched with 
fruit trees on both ſides, exhibited to 
the enchanted eye a Paradiſe in minia- 
ture, 

What a charming ſcene, cried Don 
Sylzo, recovering ſpirits at ſight of this 
elegant encloſure ; one would think ſome 
Nymph or Fairy had this moment pro- 
duced it on purpoſe for our reception, 
But if thou loveſt me, go and get me a 
bottle of water from the rivulet that runs 
between thoſe roſe buſhes, for I am ex- 
ceſſively dry and weary.” So ſaying, he 
threw himſelf upon the green turf, whole 
tender verdure afforded him a ſofter 
couch than down or velvet. PER 
Pedrillo returned in a minute with his 
bottle. Animo! Signior Don Syluo, 
'cried he, ſee here s water in abundance, 
and what is better ſtill, there are two 
more bottles of Malaga Wine left in m 
wallet. We ſhall drink them with ſo 
much the better Got, as they have colt 
us more time to get at: Come, come, 
Here's to our Princeſs's health; med- 
lars grow ripe with time and ſtraw.” 
Courage, Signior ; there's no harm done 
yet; tis not four and twenty hours ſince 
we ſet out, perhaps it would be better 
for us not to make ſo much haſte. Deuce 
take it, we know what women are Age 
of, 
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of. I'll lay you a wager, if we were to 
go on quietly, eating and drinking well, 
and make as if we thought nothing a- 
bout her, ſhe'd come preſently of her 
own accord and put us in ſpirits again, 


juſt like that Shepherdeſs, who, to fly 
from her beloved Shepherd, went and 


hid herſelf in a cave. Who the devil is 
to be 'g greater gainer by the bargain 
than herſelf ? Do you ſuppoſe then, that 
ſhe would rather continue a poor blue 
Butterfly than to be a Princeſs, and your 


wife to boot? Let them believe it that 


will. So that you ſee there's no harm 
done yet, and therefore, let's be gay 
while we may, in ſpite of all the curſed 
Caraboſſas. Come, come, Signior Don 
Sylvio, tis eating and drinking that keep 
life and ſoul together; let us eat then and 
be thankful : who knows but we may 
dine with our Princeſs to-morrow in a 
caſtle of alabaſter, and have our table 


ſerved up in diſhes made out of a Rain» 


bow?“ 5 
This fine exhortation of Pedrillo's was 


ſo powerfully ſupported by the example 


he ſet, and by our hero's being pretty 


hungry, that, if we may be allowed to 


make uſe of a Janſeniſtical expreſſion, it 
was of neceſſity attended with an irreſiſti- 


ble effect. 1 


Don 
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Don Sylvio ou this occaſion experi- 
enced the juſtneſs of that remark of, the 
ſage Zoroaſter, who in one of his books, 
now loſt, aſſerts, that a pound of white 
bread, a cold pie, and a bottle of Malaga 
wine, to a perlon of a good appetite, and 
who has not eaten for ſome time, are an 
infallible remedy againſt all ſorts of VEX- 
ation. The courage of our hero in- 
creaſed, therefore, in proportion as the 
volume of pie and quantity, of wine di- 
miniſhed. The vivid ſpirits of the wine 
in a ſhort time diſſipated the. black va- 
pours which had N his brain, 
and by degrees, pleaſant ideas, ſmiling 
proſpects, and , ſoothing . reyeries ſuc- 
ceeded; inſomuch, that at length the God 

Morpheus took poſſeſſion of his ſenſes 
without the leaſt occaſion for a grain of 
Poppy ; and after having ſtretched him 
along in a gentle flumber upon the ver- 
dant graſs, gave order to the Zephyrs to 
pertume him, from time to time, with a 
delicious odour of roſes. 

Pedrillo followed his maſter's example, 


after taking the precaution to place his 


perſon and his dear knapſack behind a 
buſh, at leaſt thirty paces from his 
maſter, where he judged himſelf in ſafety. 
Our readers, probably from the nar- 
cotick virtue of our narrative, may ſind 

themſelves 
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themſelves in the ſame ſituation with our 
travellers. That we may not therefore 
hinder them from keeping theſe ſleepers 
company, if they chuſe, we ſhall here 


make a ſhort pauſe, and take breath for 


the enſuing chapter. 


rn 
The prettieſt Adventure of this Bool. 
TY EDRILLO waked after a nap of 


about two or ' three hours ; when 
finding himſelf perfectly refreſhed, he 
arole, quitted his couch, and went to ſee 
what was become of his maſter. But 
how. great was his aſtoniſhment at the 
fight” of certain perſonages, who preſent- 
ed themſelves to him on his nearer ap- 
proach! A prude, who fleeping in a 
verdant arbour, taſtes thoſe pleaſures in 
her dream, which waking ſhe contemns, 
could not be more aſtoniſhed on rouſing 


from her ſlumbers, to find herſelf in a 


bold lover's arms, than was Pedrillo, at 
hight of two young ladies, who, being 
partly concealed by the roſe-buſhes, ſtood 
near his maſter, and ſeemed to behold 
him with the moſt attentive contempla- 
tion. 


They 
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They were both of them habited like 
Shepherdeſſes, both of them ſeemingly a- 
bout fixteen or ſeventeen years of age, and 
both of them ſo beautiful, that Pedrillo, 
was for a moment in doubt, whether 
they might not poſſibly be ſome of thoſe 
Nymphs or Sy/p/ids that uſually appeared 
in viſion to his maſter; © Am I dream- 
ing, ſaid he to himſelf, or do I fancy 


myſelf awake, or do I ſee with my own 
eyes? Oh, well know that preſently ; 


tis only pinching my cheeks or arms— 


Ay, ay, tis all right, I am myſelf I'm 


ſure; 'tis ſo.—Yes, yes, they are my 
own eyes too; let me rub em as long 
as I will they ſtill ſhew me the ſame two 
beautiful Creatures, if ſuch they be. But 
I could almoſt fancy they are Fairies, 
and the fineſt too that a man ſhall fe in 


a ſummer's day.” 


Upon this he begun to ſtare at them 
anew, with open eyes and wide gaping 
mouth, and knew not when to leave 
off. The more he ſurveyed them the 
more was he confirmed in the opinion, 
that in the whole courſe of his life he 
had never met with any thing ſo fine. 
One of the two was taller and more 
genteel than the other; ſhe appeared 


to be not above ſeventeen, or between 
that and eighteen years old ; was dreſſed 


all 
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all in white, and inſtead of natural 
flowers, wore ſmall ones in her hair 
compoſed of diamonds. The ſplendor 
of her jewels, however, was effaced b 


the luſtre of her eyes, while the white- 


neſs of her neck and arms ſurpaſſed that 


of her dreſs. 


Pedrillo, dazzled with ſo much finery, 
no longer helitated to conclude that it 
muſt be the Fairy Radiante herlelf, and 
what confirmed him in the 1dea was to 
ſee two pages a little way off ſo ſmartly 
decked out and ſhining in ſilver, that 
he could not fail taking them for Sala- 
manders At that inſtant, all the little 
doubts, which from time to time had ariſen 
in his mind concerning the real exiſt- 
ance of Fairies, and of courſe, their 
whole hiſtory, diſappeared. N othing 
now was more certain to his imagination 
than the exiſtence of a Butterfly-Princeſs; 
and the Fairy's appearance, (upon which, 
as he firmly believed, the unravelling of 
this romance totally depended) was 
a full conviction to him that his young 
maſter would ſoon be triumphant over 
all the Dwarfs and Dwarfeſſes in the 
world, and at length become the hap- 

ieſt Prince upon earth. 

Full of theſe flattering ideas, he ap- 
proach them, though trembling, and 
Vor. I. L perceiving 
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perceiving that they talked to each other 


he ſtopped ſhort cloſe beſide them, con- 


cealed by a buſh, and holding his breath, 
liſtened to them with great attention 
with the curioſity indeed of a young 
Faunus, who privately deſcries two 
Nymphs buſied in fixing upon the ſpot 


here they intend to bathe themſelves 


the night following. | 
« You mult confeſs, ſaid the 


| ſhorteſt of the two, who was a pretty 


Brunette, and made. poor Pedrillo's heart 


| leap and rattle about at a ſtrange rate 


as ſhe ſpoke; you muſt confeſs you can- 
not behold this young man without be- 
ing moved. How. handſome he is ! what 
beautiful ringlets of hair ! what a charm- 
ing countenance !' what a mixture of 
role and lilly! upon my honour I don't 
think Endymion was ſo pretty as this 
voung ſleeper. Could not you be tempted, 
Madam, and don't you feel ſome little 


| inkling of a defire to be his Diana?” 


Why ſurely thou art mad, replied 
che pretended Fairy, what an idea is 
that!—and yet I own to thee, Laura, he 
is really handſome. But what if he 
{hould wake ? our beſt ſtep will be to 


get away.” 


+ You are right, Madam, faid the 


Mort one, with a malicious ſaucy _ 
5 fox 
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for what buſineis have we here? you 
know, he may wake every minute, 
and what will he think to ſee us ſtand- 
ing here, and as buſy in looking at 
him as if we had never ſeen a pretty 
roſy · faced young lad in our lives be- 
fore ?” | 

“But ſtill I could wiſh to know who 
and what he is, anſwered the Fairy. 
His figure and garb beſpeak him ſome- 
thing above the common run— 

„Oh! yes, I warrant you, ſaid the 
Nymph; if a Carmelite ſiſter was in our 
place, and had found him at the foot of 
this roſe-buſh, as we have, ſhe'd at 
leaſt have taken him for a little St. 
John the Baptiſt, unleſs, indeed, ſhe had 
ſuppoſed him a little Angel.” 

* But who can he be then? I don't 
know in all this neighbourhood—” 

Very true, Madam; you have been 
here almoſt a month, and your antipa- 
thy to theſe ruſtick gentry has not yet 
allowed you to make any acquaint- 


ance among them; excepting the licen- 


tiate Don Gabriel, whom you knew be- 
fore at Valencia, and my Lord, your 
brother. You converſe with none, I 
believe, but the Nightingales in your 
park, and the Lambs in your fields.” 


P 
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ph. Don't talk ſo loud, ſaid the lady, I am 
afraid every minute of his waking, and I 
would not for all the world he ſhould 
ſee us. But tell me, Laura, can you 
conceive what can have brought . hither 
a young man all alone, that ſeems to be 
of ſome diſtinction? _ wort 
He is not ſo much alone as you 
may think him, fair ladies,” cried Pedrillo, 
who could no longer contain himſelf, 
when he found that the Fairy was a 
dame of faſhion, and the Nymph a 
kind of waiting- woman. 
The little terror into which: this ſalute 
threw our Belles, not ſeeing at firſt from 
| whence it came, ſoon diſappeared upon 
their diſcovering Pedrillo, who, in ſpite 
of his unſplendid equipage, was a lad 
of an happy phy ſiognomy, and ſuffi- 
ciently well ſhaped to have tempted a 
much more prudiſh girl than che fair 
Laura ſeemed to be. 
* I ſee, continued he, you are very 
curious to know . what kind of a bird is 
this ſame young maſter of mine, he that. 
you lee {leeping there: but you muſt 
give me leave to be ſilent on that head, 
for tis of no ſmall conſequence to us to 
keep a certain old aunt of ours from 
knowing what is become of us. There 
is ſome myſtery in the caſe, mind ad 
an 
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And yet, to ſuch handſome young ladies 
as you are, if you'll promiſe to keep the 
ſecret, I think I might very well open 
the budget; for, upon my conſcience, 
you neither look like, neices nor aunts of 
the Fairy Fanfreluche.” _ 

** Pleaſe to explain yourlelf a little, 
my friend, ſaid Laura, (accompanying.her 
words with a look that Pedrullo did not 
ſuffer to pals unnoticed) but be quick, or 
we ſhall be afraid of waking your maſter.” 

* Oh, don't let that trouble you, re- 
plied Pedrillo; he did not cloſe his eyes 
all laſt night, and when he is once got 
aſleep, the iky might fall without waking 
him. He — now from © downright 
wearinels, for only ſince yeſterday even- 
ing we have travelled at leaſt four and 
twenty leagues.” 

* Four and twenty Ee and, a- 
foot too? cried Laura, ſeemingly aſto- 
niſhed.” | 

0 My pretty young lady, faid Pedrills, 
one travels very faſt when Fairies are 
one's guides. You go off without know- 
ing how, and have frequently got to 
the diſtance of ſome thouſands of leagues, 
before you can. perceive you have c 
ed your place.“ 

Indeed cried Laura But pray what 
do _ mean by having Fairy L's * 
L 3 * hy 
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„% Why faith! Miſs, that's a puzzling 
kind of a queſtion, which cannot be an- 
ſwered in a moment; but to make it ſhort, 
between you and me, we are ſeeking out 
after a Princeſs, or more properly ſpeak- 
ang, a Butterfly, that my maſter is in love 
with ; and when we have found her, my 
maſter is to change her into a Princeſs and 

marry her. This is the Whole affair, 
look ye, but pray be ſilent about it, I beg 
of you. We muſt be upon our guard 
againft certain Dwarfs that _ 2 
have pretenſions to our Prince 
might knock our ſcheme at head wr her 
if they had the leaſt notion of what we 
are about.“ * 

„Well now, Madam, faid Laura, 
turning to her miſtreſs, what do you ſay 
to this? did you ever hear any thing 
uke it before? *Twould puzzle a con- 
juror to ſtrike out a fancy halt fo ex· 
travagant.“ 

„But who then is thy maſter ? de- 
manded the lady,” 

Oh, as to my maſter, Madam, he 
is certainly one of the beſt, and the moſt 
generous, and good natured — in ſhort, 
Madam, he is one of the learnedeſt and 
braveſt noblemen you ſhall meet with 
in all Spain, take my word for it; and 


I think I ** to know him, for I was 
; brought 
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brought up with him, and what is more 
ſtill, he and I are foſter- brothers. 

« Very well, interrupted the lady, 
but I only want to know his name; 
ho do you call him?“ | 
His name, Madam, faid Pedrillo, is 
Don Sylvzo de Roſalva, at your ſervice ; 
his caſtle is but three hitle leagues from 
Xelva. He is Don Sy dio, as I ſaid be- 
fore, and his fathers name was Don 
Pedro de Roſalva; he was one of my god- 
fathers, and for that reafon they gave 
me the name of Pedro; but when | was 
only a little one, they called me nothmg 
but Pedrillo, and fo they do ſtill to this 
hour, and Pedrillo 1 will be fo long as 
| Pleaſes God, unleſs my maſter ſoon finds 

out his Princeſs; and then, indeed, I 
can't tell what may happen; perhaps 1 
may then get at ſome one of the mar- 
quiſates or countyſhips that the Princeſs 
is to bring my maſter as her marriage por- 
tion.“ 

Pedrillo fpoke this with fo very grave 
and ingenuous an air, that our fair 
viſitants no longer heſitated to conclude 
both him and his maſter were a little 
touched in the head. Why this is 
more than Don Quixote himſelf, cries 
Laura to her miſtreſs: the maſter in 
love with a Butterfly, and the man look- 

. L 4 ing 
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Jug out for nothing leſs than a marqui- 


fate: well, this will make us fine diver- 
ſion.— But here, hark ye my friend, you 


told us juſt now about a Butterfly 


your maſter was in love with, and that 


he was to change it into a Princeſs ? 


perhaps you meant to lay that he is in 


love with a Princels changed into a But- 


terfly by ſome enchanter?“ 
+ You have it, you have it, ſaid Pe- 


d Mo; that's the very caſe, and the buſi- 


neſs now is to turn her back again into 
a Princeſs, But to tell you the truth, 


and between ovurlelves, methinks the 
Fairy Radamante, who promiſed my maſter 


her production, has not quite taken all 
the care of us ſhe might have done, and 
J muſt own I cannot help being in 


| doubt as to the upſhot of the matter.” ; 


* But what Fairy is it? demanded 


Laura; Radamante, did you lay ? “ Pſha! 


let her be called what ſhe will, interrupt- 
ed the lady, with an air of chagrine, 
we have no time for troubling ourſelves 


about Fairies and Butterflies, twill be 
night before we get to Lirias; what will 
my brother think of our ſlaying out lo 


Jong ?” | 
ye theſe words the lady departed, 
firſt caſting a look at the handſome 


a a look, which, had ſhe been alone, 
. might 


* 
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might poſſibly have been changed into a 
kiſs ; at leaſt, this was one of Laura's 
ſhrewd reflections to herſelf by the way. 
Pedrillo thought it bis duty to eſcort 
his pretty viſitors to the high-road, where 
they had left their mules in the hands 
of their pages. But not to diſſemble the 
truth, his heart had a greater ſhare in 
the. ſtep than his. politeneſs. Little 
Laura, in a few moments, had effected 
a change, which Mrs. Beatrice had been 
labouring at for ſome years with ver 
ſmall ſucceſs. In ſhort, he was 2 
in love as any Pedrillo ever was, He 
ſeemed to have a thouſand things ſtill 
to ſay to his fair unknown, but he had 
ſo many more at his heart, as hindered 
him from uttering a ſingle word. Thus 
he ſtood like one fixed to the place for 
a a good while after the ladies had diſ- 
appeared, and ſtill kept looking on to- 
wards the ſpot at which he had loſt 
ſight of them. | 


© 


4 
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CHAP. X. 


Sewing who the Ladies were that Pedrillo 
NY took for Fairies. 


I Nſtantaneouſly, or to ſpeak more pro- 
I perly, from the moment that the 
chaſte Laura firſt caſt her ſmiles on Pe- 
"130 © e "= 0s, 
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drillo, he was no longer of that rank of 
beings, which could juſtly be expected to 
enjoy ſuch prefence of mind as common- 
_ tf diſtinguiſhes perſons of a cold and 
phlegmatick conſtitution. He had now 
for ſome time loſt fight of the two 
ladies who had appeared to him in the 
preceding chapter, before he recollected 
that poſhbly it might have been ve 
proper to have informed himſelf; bot 
who they were, and where they might 
again be met with. 

However, as it would be doing our 
readers injuſtice to keep them in ſuſ- 
pence by the amorous diſtractions of 
Pedrillo, we think ourſelves obliged to 
fatisfy their curioſity ; which, we flatter 

ourſelves, to have excited in them, 
without our having uſed any of that 
myſterious parade, commonly employed 
by writers of romance, to keep the mind 
upon the ſtretch for whole chapters to- 
_ gether, about ſuch or ſuch a perſon, 
with whom they have ſcraped acquaint- 
ance, whether at an ordinary, or in a 
age coach. We will therefore diſcover 

them under the ſeal of ſecrecy — for 
Don Sylvio muſt ſtill remain ignorant of 
the matter — both who the ladies were, 
and by what chance they came to the 


place; where, unhappily for the * 
9 8 : o 
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of their hearts, they found the beautiful 
Don Sylvo . ſleeping, and his faithful 
Achates awake. 

She then, whom Pedrillo, on account 
of her figure and jewels, took for a Fairy, 
was named Donna Felicia de Cardena: the 
was ſomething about eighteen years of 
age, the relict of Don Miguel de Cardenas, 
who had been fo diſcreet as to die at 
threeſcore and ten, after a marriage of 
about two years, leaving his widow ſole 
heireſs of an immenſe fortune, which he 
had been labouring the greateſt ' part of 
his life to acquire in Mexico. 

Ever ſince their marriage they had reſided 

at Valencia, a city which, for its beauty and 
fine ſituation, is called by the Spanzards, 
* The Fair.“ But as ſoon as Donna 
Felicia ſaw herſelf miſtreſs of her fate by 
the death of her old man, ſhe determin- 
ed in favour of a country life, where 
ſhe had more opportunity to purſue a 
certain romantick turn, both of heart and 
imagination, ESE SAL nad aut 1 ot 

The Poets, it feetns, had made nearly 
the ſame impreſſion upon her mind, as 
the Fairy-Tales had done upon Dots 
Sylvio's. If the latter had his imagination 
ſtuffed up with Metamorphoſes, Enchant- 
ments, Princeſſes, Hobgoblins, Dwarfs, 
and fo on, That of the former was equal- 
i : L 6 | ly 
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ly ſo with Poetick Pictures, Arcadian 
Shepherds, and Love Adventures. Hence, 
if ſhe threw herſelf into the arms of a 
lover ſo frigid and ſo unpoetical, as a 
buſband muſt be at the age of ſeventy, 
it was merely from the hope and ex- 
pectation of ſoon coming to the diſpoſal 
of his riches, which might enable her to 
realize all thoſe brilliant ſchemes of a 
free and happy mode of life, which ſhe 
had eagerly . formed upon her poetick 
ideas. 

Donna Felicia, excluſive of a ſingular 
ſhate of beauty, poſſeſſed all thoſe charms 

which at once ſupply the place of female 
beauty, and render that beauty irreſiſt- 
able. She played upon the lute, and 
ſung to it in the highell perfection, and 
what made it ſtill more charming, there 
was that Something in the ** of 
her voice ſo- affeQtinely ſonorous, as, ac- 
cording to good old King Lear's opinion, 
is an excellent thing in woman. She 
was moreover ſkilled in drawing and 
Crayon-painting ; and, that no gift or 
excellence might be wanting, ſhe com- 
poſed Sonnets, Idylliums, and little Ma- 
drigals, which, if you'll take the word of 
her lovers for it, ſurpaſſed all the pro- 


ductions of the Sepphos, Corinnas, and Nine 


Muſes put weber, 


It 
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It may be eaſily imagined then, what 

a revolution - the death of her huſband 
muſt have occafoned in the polite circle 
of Valencia. All the ladies trembled for 
the fidelity of their lovers, and every 
fop prepared himſelf for making ſo bril- 
liant a conqueſt. The Poets laid in a 
large ſtock of Odes and Elegies, in hopes 
of ling them at a moderate price to 
the young widow's admirers. In a word, 
every body was in motion, herſelf except- 
ed, who was the object of ſo much buſlle 
and ſo many ſchemes. When lo! ſcarce 
had ber mourning and the winter elapſed, 
but ſhe quitted the town, totally uncon- 
cerned at the deplor able ſituation into 
which her cruel reſolution had plunged 
her adorers; retiring with her brother 
to his fine eſtate at Linas, ſeated in one 
of the pleaſanteſt countries in the world. 
This acer ſhe choſe principally out 
of civility to her brother, Don Eugene de 
Lyrias, whom ſhe tenderly loved. She 
had a noble manſion of her own, which 
Don Miguel, at her inſtance, had pur- 
chaſed in the neighbourhood of Xe/va, but 


ſhe thought it more ſuitable to live under 


her brother's eye, both as being her near- 
eſt relation, and a young nobleman of 
high character and TD. merit, 

Uh 
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At her own ſeat Donna Felicia had 
formed a kind of paſtoral ſcene, which 
in time ſhe thought of making another 
Arcadia. Thither ſhe every now and 
then took a little excurſion, and it was 
Juſt on her return from one of this ſort, 
that ſhe had difcovered the roſe· buſh 
under the ſhade of which Don Sylvio 
lay ſleeping. The place appeared to her 
fo enchantingly fine, that ſhe alighted 
from her mule to pluck a few roſes, of 
Which ſhe was very fond, as all poetick 
ſouls generally are; and hence ſhe met 
with that unexpected ſurprize of ſeeing 
our handſome Cavalier faſt aſleep, 

Let the word Sympathy appear to the 
ears of many of our modern fages, as 
poetical, myſterious, and magical as they 
pleaſe, We are ignorant of any other to 
exprels a certain kind of affeQtion, which 
we,—that is to fay, all the ſons and 
daughters of Adam and Eve,—feel, at firſt 
fight, for perfons unknown: an affection 
that is ſo viſibly diſtinguiſhed from all 
other, kinds of inclination, friendſhip, 
and love, no leſs in its cauſe, than by 
its effects. | 
For inſtance; there were above fifty 
of the moſt engaging young ſparks in 
Valencia, who took all imaginable” pains 
to touch the heart of this beautiful Felicia, 

: 4 without 
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without being able to determine her in giv- 
ing a preference to any of them, in com- 
pariſon with the riches of old Don Mi- 
guel, Some of her adorers had real 
merit; Donna Felicia did them all per- 
fect juſtice. She eſteemed them, liked 
their company, honoured them with her 
friendſnhip, and perhaps for the reader 
will be kind enough to note it is only a 
Perhaps — ſne might have been capable of 
entertaining even ſome certain weakneſs, 
in certain circumſtances, under a certain 
ſign of the Zodiaci, or the direction of 
a certain wind, in a certain place, at a 
certain hour, and in certam diſpoſitions, 
towards ſome one amongſt them, who 
ſhould have more experience than Ma- 
dam de Liſban's little Abbe. For, with 
our fair country-woman's leave, accord- 
ing to the ſage Avicenne's idea, and, we 
may add, that of the Reverend Father E/ 
cobar, in his moral Theology—* there are 
certain moments in which virtue is ve 

fortunately ſeconded by a lucky chance. 
But none of theſe ſame young gentlemen 
could fucceed, nor might they have ſuc- 
ceeded in a longer ſeries of years, than 
the Celadons of the Aſtrea ſpent dying at 
the feet of their unfeeling Goddeſſes. 
None could infpire her with- that inex- 
plicable, that extraordinary Sentiment, 
which Don Sylvio, without knowing it, 
| Or 
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or contributing to it, had enkindled in 
her even at the firſt fight, and which 
had told her more in the tenth part of a 
minute than ever her heart had told her 
keſpecting all her admirers, In ſhort, a 
ſentiment which might have made her 
clearly comprehend, if the extatick con- 
dition in which ſhe ſtood had allowed 
her a moment's ſelf-examination, That 
ſhe was capable of ſacrificing with plea- 
ſure, to this young man unknown, all 
| thole riches for which ſhe herſelf had 
ſacrificed the beſt days of the moſt amiable 
young lady in Valencia. 
To examine what could properly be 
the caule of ſo ſingular. an effect, as 
well as of all thoſe by which Love-fim- 
pathetick diltinguiſhes itſelf from the 
other kinds of love, would carry us too 
far from our narrative: the reader has 
our permiſſion to adopt any Hypotheſis 
that to his own mind ſhall appear moſt 
ſuitable. Whether- then it be, that the 
fouls of theſe ſympathizing creatures 
bave mutually krown and loved each 
other in a ſtate anterior to this, or whe- 
ther there be any natural kindred in 
ſouls, or whether there be any Siſter. ſouls, 
as an Engliſſi poct calls them, or whether 
their Genzz carry on a certain reciprocal 
correſpondence, or whether fome muſical 
harmony produces this ellect mechani- 
| cally 
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cally upon their fibres and finer nerves— 

'tis enough, that this fame Sympathy 
does as truly exiſt in nature, as cither 
gravity, attraction, elaſticity, or mag- 
netick power, and that, all circumſtances 
duly weighed, the beautiful: Donna Fe- 
licia, impelled by the magick influence of 
this myſterious attraction, is as little to 
blame for not having been able to de- 
fend herſelf againſt ſomething in favour 
of our Hero, which till now ſhe had 
never felt for any one, as one Regulo 
Vaſconi, according to Scaliger's account, 
is blameable for not having been able to 
retain his water on hearing the ſound of 
a bag - pipe.“ 

It is not without good reaſon that we 
have availed ourſelves of this 1gnoble 
compariſon, though we were greatly 
afraid of its ſhocking the delicacy of our 
prudiſh readers; ſince in caſe any future 
commentators ſhould entertain a curioſity 
to guels at our real ſentiments, touching 
Sympathy, this will ſerve their turn, and 
help to throw light upon the ſubject. At 
prelent, without dwelling any longer upon 
ſuch intricate matters, we ſhall return to 
our two ladies, whom, if we remember 
right, we left on the road in their return 
to Lirias, 


gee Shakeſpear's Merchant of Venice, Act W. S. 1. 
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CHAP. XI. 


One of the moſt learned Chapters in this 
whole Performance. 


\IASTE, in matters of love, is ſo 
various in this world, that we might 
poſſibly meet with readers who would 
ſooner declare for Laura, tho only a beau+ 
ty of the ſecoud order, or to expreſs our- 
ſelves more learnedly, a Dea minorum Gen- 
tum, than even for her miſtreſs herſelf. If 
there be any of this fort of lovers, they 
might probably be a little angry with us 
i we did not communicate to them, at 
kaſt, an abſtract of the fair Laura's hiſ- 
tory. All ſuch we intreat to bear in 
mind that we have already ſaid every 
thing neceſſary refpecting her, by faymg 
that ſhe was a pretty little brown ra 
genteel, ſmart, and very lively; and theſe, 


"Is we humbly conceive, are the moſt re- 


| markable circumſtances that we could 
have urged in her favour. For, as to 
her Hillory, every one knows ſhe was a 
chamber-maid, or waiting woman, and 
the hiſtory of waiting women, as every 
body knows, is the ſame throughout the 
world, or atleaſt according to the com- 
mon courſe of nature. 

The 
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The famous father Sanchez, in his book 
intitled De Matrimonio, which is equally 
chaſte and inſtructive, obſerves, that a 
growing love operates upon a young 
Widow in a different manner to what it 
does upon a young Girl. The former, 
ſays he, in conſequence of it, becomes 
gay, alert, and petulant; whereas in the 
other we obſerve an in ward ſtupefaction 
and a gloomy melancholy, Which, 


adds this excellent man, are the effects 


of that inward ſecret horror, which the 
ſoul feels at the danger it incurs on 
plunging from its glorious and angelick 
ſtate, into that groſs and material paſſion, 
which in its confequences, leads us on to 
ſo indecent an incorporation as that 
whereby the world is populated and filled 

We have too profound a reſpect for 
the Holy Inquiſition, to dare to accuſe ſo 
great a man even of the ſlighteſt error: 
we ſhall therefore only ſay, that nature 
was greatly to blame for having dared, 
without the leaſt regard to this great 
man's authority, who hath invented ſo 
large a catalogue of new fins, to operate 
in the beautiful Felicia and her confidant, 
preciſely contrary to this great Caluilt's 
remarks; for however contradictory it 
might appear, it is nevertheleſs ſtrictly trug. 

an 
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and we cannot deny it, that on their way 
to Lirias our young Widow was perfeG- 
Ty ſtupified and filent, While the Laſs, her 
companion, notwithftanding the danger 
at which her virgin foul ought to have 
trembled, was ſo gay, and in ſo good a 
humour, that the moſt ſeraphick filter 
of St. Claire might have been tempted to 
a wiſh of being in her place. They had 
already got a good way on- the road, 
without Donna Felicia's once opening her 
lips, though Laura waited for the ſignal 
1. with great impatience, to give a ſcope to 
her ſallies. It is true, a ſigh did, as it 
were by chance, eſcape the lady; but it 
was only a mere fragment of a ſigh, for 
ſhe caught it back again juſt in time to 
-hinder the tranſportation of at leaſt two 
thirds of it from eſcaping her diſcreet 
'bolom. * - oi oel 251 5 4 
At laſt Laura, who, for a waiting-wo- | 
man, had obſerved a very great and ex- 
traordinary ſilence, could contain herſelf 
| no longer. She began with one queſtion, 
. which was preſently followed by another; 
» ſo that at length a converſation. inſenſi- 
| | bly ſprung up betwixt her and her mit 
| treſs or friend, call her which you will, 
for ſhe was both. We ſhall not fail to 
| communicate this | converſation to our 
. honoured and gentle readers word for 
21 4 word, 
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word, juſt as Pedrillo aſſures us he learned 


it 3 from the coral lips of his 
dear N * herſelf, 


CHAP. XII 
A Female Dialogue. © 


OU are prodigiouſly grave, ma- 


dam.“ 

Grave, Laura !” 

2 a9, Madam, if you pleaſe; nay, 
and even almoſt melancholy too, if fo fad 
a word can ſuit a countenance, upon 
which even ſadneſs itſelf would appear 
charming.” . 
„ know not what thou art talking 
about; I think I am in as good ſpirits 
as I have been all day. 
Not quite in ſo good ſpirits, Ma- 
Din 12 
And prithee why ſhould not I ?” 
l cant tell indeed, Madam. But I 
thought juſt now I heard a little ligh—” | 

8 4 ſigh!“ 

* Yes, Madam; but one of thoſe 
little ſighs, one of that ſort of ſighs that 
eſcape from a girl of fourteen, when a 


pretty young fellow demands her elder 
lifter in marriage.“ 
Thou 
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Thou bringeſt very impertinent com- 
pariſons, Laura, and changeſt a mere 
breathing into a Sigh, to enable thee to 
vent a joke that has coſt thee a quarter 


of an hour's meditation.“ 
I thank you for the compliment you 


have made my underſtanding: but ſince 


you are determined neither to ſeem grave, 
nor to allow it was a Sigh though by 
the way many objections might be made, 
we'll change the ſubject if you chooſe.” 


* I am not at all diſpoſed for talking 


this evening.” 
„That was a charming ſpot where: 


you gathered thoſe roſes, Madam; though. 


to ſay the truth, for I am no poet, they 
alerts begin to fade a little in your 


boſom.—Indeediit Was: Ry ſpot = 
True, it was ſo.“ 

Ves, indeed, one of thoſe ſweet: 

ſpots that the books tell us of; 

and I hope, Madam, youll never repent 
having ſet foot in it — notwithſtand- 
ing that little Endymion we found ſleeping 
chere.— Well, Malam, you muſt own, 
we never ſaw any ching ſo handſome in 


Valencia.“ 


* Why thou talkeſt ſo: briſkly, that: 


"twould almoſt; make one think thou*rt in 
love with; ain: 7 VE: 


* Perhaps, 
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“Perhaps, Madam, you might rather 
Have thought this of me, if I had faid 
Nothing about him ?” | 

* I comprehend thee, and thou ſhalt 
imagine what thou wilt and welcome. 
But I aſſure thee his beauty did not ap- 
pear ſo ſupernatural to me as thou would it 
fain make me believe. 

** Beauty, ſupernatural! Indeed I did 
not mean to ſay any ſuch thing, for I 
know nothing about ſupernatural matters. 
But yet you muſt acknowledge, he is 
infinitely handlomer than Don Alexis, 
that very important gentleman at Valencia, 
whom the ladies cannot help wiſhing ſo 
impatiently for their admirer ; and whom 
none, except Donna Felicia de Cardena, 
does not pique herſelf upon having 
poſſeſſed for a few days together.” 

* Handſomer than Don Alexis is no 
fach great matter. For ray own part, I 
never took him for any thing but a very 
infipid coxcomb, whoſe greateſt ment 
confilted in having a fair, plump hand, 
and white teeth, not to-mention his liſp-. 
ing out perpetually a a_valt quantity of 
{lly. jokes, and — them with an air 
of mighty conſequence 

* Nay, for that matter, I know not 
how it came into my head to mention 
Don Alexis, for indeed I never could con- 

cee 
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ceive what the ladies found ſo very ex- 
traordinary in him. Let him look to it, 
if his ill luck ſhould bring this Don 9 
wo to Valencia, for in my opinion, he 
would ſcarce leave him merit enough to 
ſeduce the poor heart even of a tender 
Abigail.“ 
I] know not with what eyes thou haſt 
looked upon this Don Sylvzo ; I grant he 
appears amiable, but as to being ſo hand- 
{ome as thou ſayſt 

Well, Madam, you have hit upon 
the right word, amiable ; Ay, that's the 
very word ] meant to fay ; ; for indeed his 
beauty is not without defects — _ 
hair — | 

„What doſt thou mean — Tis of: a 
cheſnut colour.” 

„Ay, true, tis cheſnut. But as be 
is ſo ruddy, and as one might ſay, has 
ſo womaniſh a countenance, light hair in 
my mind 
And in my mind, Laura, nature 
underſtands theſe aſſortments of colou rs 
better than thou. His hair ſuits the colour 
of his face perfectly well | 
Well, but yet methinks he ought 
to have a more manly air. If one was 
to dreſs him like a woman, eee Leo - 
nora de Zuniga herlelf, who knows men 


lo 
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fo well, might be deceived by. him as 
ſoon as any body, I'd anſwer for it“ 
Why, certainly, he is not an Her- 
! but notwithſtanding the delicacy 
and regularity of his features, there ſeems 
-fomething grand and heroic in his phy- 
ſiognomy, which one ſhould think you 
might have obſerved, after ſo attentive an 
examination as you appear to have made 
of him.“ 
% And yet, Madam, I proteſt you 

ſeem to have obſerved this young man 
with more exactneſs in one moment, than 
I in a quarter of an hour. But what do 
you ſay to his mouth? I own it is pretty, 
only a little too ſmall in my opinion 
Why prithee now, 2 what can 
be the reaſon of thy undervaluing every 
"ne" in him that is rn * 
ul?“ 1 Mx 

A moſt humbly beg pardon, Madam, 
for telling you things only juſt as they 
appear to me. —But, if it was not for fear 
7 diſpleaſing you 
Diſpleaſing me, ſayelt thou ? Thou 
art a fool But to ſay the truth, I am not 
mueh the wiſer for lending an ear to thy 
| follies. What is it to us whether Don 

5 is handſome, or enn be. is 
: not 75 


Voss I 2. 22 N ba « True, 


True, Madam; it is enough that he 
is amiable, that's the grand point. Irę- 
member to have read ſomewhere, that 
nothing appears handlome or beautiful to 
| aus, but hat wWe love. | 

a 1 1 that be Jo, thou muſt ſurely, be 
curiouſly taken with our Unknown : far, 
by :thy-accaunt, the Vatican Apollo himſelf 
<annat be ,a more perfect beauty than 
Don Hlvio.“ 

At leaſt, Madam; the latter has the 
advantage over the former of breathing, 
andd that, in my anind. is no contemptible 
ner. 

11% Have dene with this -trifling; Tell 
ps Laura; Thou remembereſt what that 
Pedrillo, or what do you call it, told us 
i him ?” | 

1 If one may credit what that lad Gd, 
our unknown gentleman muſt be of a 
2 — hem 7 of Don Hedro 
de Rojato lord, your late fa- 
 +ther, uſed aficnt to | 7 as an officer 
of great merit. But if give my 
opinion, 1 fancy _— may have ſaid 
mne than he will be able to prov. 
Poſſibhy; extemals may deceive, for 
theſe are in his favour, But prithee, 
-what reaſons haſt thou— 

« Why, Madam, if we believe this 
. Pettrilfo, and he ſeems to be a frank apen- 
N { hearted 
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hoarted young fellow, in what he has ſaid 
in favour of his maſter, we cannot then 
refuſe to believe that Don Sylvio is in love 
with a Butterfly, and has, God knows 
what— ſome Dwarf for his rival : that a 
Fairy protects him, and that by this 
ſame Fairy's aſſiſtance the Butterfly is to 
be changed into a Princeſs, and ſo forth. 
Now all this in my is pretty much 
of the Bedlam ſtamp: and et, what 1s: 
ſtill worſe, the lad 5 e idle ſtories 
with ſo ſimple and ingenuous an air, and 
ſuch an ablolute appearance of ſincerity, 
as leaves us no room to ſuppoſe or to 
hope that all he ſaid was merely for our 
diverſton, which renders the caſe lo much 
the more deſperate. 

“I grant thee, Laura, * Would 
I make it a myſtery to thee; that this 
young Gentleman gives me ſome concern; 
tor he muſt be out of his ſenſes. if what 
Hedrillo ſaid be true.” 

Ves, and Pedrillb himſelf wm 1 | 
much more fo, for nobody can talk of 
the moſt common things with more calm- 
neſs or indifference, than he does of But- 
terflies, Dwatts, _— | nn and 

Well, there is ſeething very un- 
accountable in all this: however, from 
the man's confuſed account we may learn 

| M 2 that 
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that Don Hlvio has taken his flight from 
home upon ſome love-adventure. The 
lad mentioned an old aunt, who proba- 
bly may have thrown ſome obſtacle in 
the way of his amour, and perhaps that 
has turned his head; for as every body 
| knows, a violent paſſion, if it be too in- 
| diſcreetly oppoſed, may produce fatal 
| effects.” | 4 | x 
| That is true, eſpecially as nothing 
is more ealy, ſay ſome folks, than to ſet 
Reaſon at variance with Love. But if we 
do not ſuppoſe this Pedrillo as crazy as 
his maſter, we have gained nothing 
our argument. A droll thought, Madam, 
quit now ſtrikes into my mind; let us 
adopt it for want of a better. There is 
ſomething ſo melancholy in the idea of 
ſuppoſing an amiable young gentleman 
touched in his head, as might well de- 
ſerve the ſigh that eſcaped you a few 
minutes ago — for indeed, Madam, you 
muſt not deny it: It was one of thoſe 
fort of ſighs that cannot be denied. I fol- 
lowed it from the birth, from the mo- 
ment of its riſing, by little and little, 
from your fair boſom, till at length it 
burſt from your opening lips, and took 
its flight in the ſhape of a little amorous 
boy. 


FSimpleton! 
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* Simpleton !——Bnt pray what idea was 
it thou meant ſt to tell me? 

„Oh, I was thinking that Don Sylvio, 
with your permiſſion, might poſſibly be 
a little unſettled, without being preciſely, 
what one may call crazy. In ſhort, he 
might perhaps yield to ſome folly, ex- 
travagance, or what you pleaſe to term it, 
without its rendering him unworthy to 
appear amiable in the eyes of a lady who 
ſhould have found him ſleeping at the 
foot of fo beautiful a roſe-buſh.” 

* Taura, I perceive thou haſt taken it 
into thy head, and fully determined that 
J am in love with him. — We ſhall not 
- diſpute upon that head, believe me: But 
I prithee tell me, in what doſt thou think 
his extravagance conliſts ?*? | 

I ſuppoſe he may be a Don Quixote 
in miniature, who, as Pedrillo expreſſed it, 

runs a Fairy hunting, juſt as the hero of 

La Mancha rambled after Knight-erran- 
try. And is it then ſo incomprehenſible 
a thing for a lively young man,—one that 
has never ſeen the world, and meets with 
nothing in his own village capable of 
gratifying the delicacy of his taſte, — to 
-bave become ſo frantic with reading 
Romances and Fairy-tales, as to take 
all their Inchanters, Fairies, enchanted 

palaces, and Dragons, together with the 
a M 3 Dwarfs 
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Dwarfs, and Hobgoblins, and Blue Cen- 
taurs, they ſpeak of, for ſo many real 


beings ? 


« Twould be a very Gngular ſpecies 
of frenzy, Laura; and yet 1 could con- 


ceive it not impollible. But if ſo, what 
ſhall we ſay to his love for the Princeſs 
that has been changed into a Butterfly? 

l could venture any wager, Madam, 
that this ſame Princeſs is neither more nor 
leſs than fome ſmart country girl he 4 


ſome where got ſight of. Has 1 1 
— 


has exalted her to the rank of 

and at length, with the aſſiſtance of a 
yellow Dwarf, or ſome hunch-backed 
Magotine, has changed her into a Butter- 
fly. So that he will have nothing more 
to do, than ſee ſome young lady that may 
ſuit his fancy, to reſtore his well. beloved 


in a moment to her proper ſhape, with- 


out the help of a Taliſman or enchanted 
ring: and thus, to ſpeak in Pedrilld's 
ſtyle, ſhe may preſently be re-metamor- 
Fhoſed into a Peaſant laſs, at lealt, if not 


into a Princeſs.” 


Well, Laura, I proteſt thou haſt 
excited my curioſity; 1 am only forry 
now, that we did not ſtop. a little till he 
Waked. 

Nay, Madam, as to that, it will be 
no difficult matter to get — 
Ana 2 11 O 
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of him as may relieve us from our em- 
barraſſment, his place of reſidence being 
fo near, —only a few leagues from your 
brother's feat. And who knows but thoſe 
ſame Hobgoblins that are ſo intereſted in 
his deſtiny, may bring him as eafily to 
Lirias as they conducted us this day to 
thoſe roſe-buſhes ;—which, upon the word 
of a maid, perfectly reſembled the en- 
chanted groves of a Fairy.” 

While Laura was going on with this 
firiking harangue, they arrived at the 
court-yard of the caſtle of Lirias; where, 
for ſome time, we ſhall do ourſelves the 
honour to take leave of them, and return 
to ſee what is become of our Hero; a per- 
ſonage whom we cannot long loſe fight 
of without being guilty of great neglect, 
though we can as little deny but the com- 

ny of Donna Felicia has afforded us a 
moſt agreeable ſatisfaction. 


T ( 


End of the Fiksr Voruns, 


